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the MISERY PURSUIT.

Set by Mr. Leveridge.

^^^^^^
What Man, in his Wits, had not rather be

fi^mfefcLftT+i^
poor, Than for Lucre his Freedom to give > Ever

^^^^^^
biify the Means of his Life to fecure, And fo

r^s^^^S^

ever negleding to live--? And fo e-ver ne-

"^^^^m
Vol. IL

gle<a!ng to live ?

Iaviron'4
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Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Crowd,

Not a Moment unbent, or alone

:

ConflrainM to be abje6t, tho' never fo proud,

And at evVy one's Call, but his own

:

And at ev'ry one's Call, but his own:

Still repining, and longin^^ for Quiet each Hour,

Yet (ludioufly flying it ftill

;

With the Means of enjoying his Wifli in his Pow'r,

But accuril with his wanting the Will

:

But accurft with his wanting the Will.

For a Year muft be paft, or a Day muft be come.

Before he has Leifure to reft

:

He muft add to his Store this, or that, pretty Sum;

And then will have Time to be bleft:

And then will have Time to be bleft.

But his Gains, more bewitching, the more they increafe^

Only fwcli the Defire of his Eye :

Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he pleafe;

Let not even mine Enemy die

:

Let not even mine Enemy ^\q.

In



SONGS.

t^^^^^&^&S'

B J
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CELADON 's JUGG.

Set hy Mi. G KEEN E.

^^^^^m
When Celadon firll fiom his Cottage did

^^^^^^m
iliay,l^o court his dear Jugg^ow^ Hillock of

^^^^^pM
Hay; What aukward Confufion oppreft the poor

^^^^^TT^tW^
Swain, When thus he dc-liver'd his PalTion in

^^S
Pain?

O Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my EyeSg

Sweet Jiiggj 'tis for thee faithful Celadon dies

;

My Pipe Pve forfaken, tho' reckon'd fo fwcet,

And lleeping, and waking, thy Name I repeat.

When Swains to an Alehoufe by Force do me lug,

Inilead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jngg;
And



SONGS. s

And fure you can't chide at repeating your Name,

When the Nightingale every Night does the fume.

- Sweet Jugg he a hundred times o'er does repeat,

Which makes People fay that his Voice is fo fweet

:

Oh why can you laugh at my forrowful Tale?

Too well I'm aflur'd that my Words won't prevail.

For Roger the Thatcher poflefTei thy Breaft,

As he at the laft Harveft-Supper confefs'd;

I own it, fays Jugg^ he has gotten my Heart,

His long curling Hair is fo pretty and fmart.

His Eyes are fo black, and his Cheeks are fo red,

They prevail more with me, than all you have faid;

Tho' you court me, and kifs me, and dowhatyoucanp

' Fwlil fignifie nothing, for Roger's the Man.

For the F luvr E.

|
i'rrj i ff'|

tj
fi
ffj

i
f^^

iHliiif^iiU;i|ii="
8113 B^
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C H L O E and IRIS.

m^xxsn
-o

x^

WfliAton Chloe., young and charming, Kindles

^ffi3=A[^Eqr'3
m

but a Oiort-livM Fire; Fickle Humours,

Zrk__rv. 1, ^f

fPEFff #j=i=F=^ p
Lovedif-arm-ing, Quench the Flame her

c
Eyes infpire. So a gliding Vapour fhining,

fIfe^g=f^#^-^yE^fe

Bright as Stars that deck the Skies, Swiftly

^^m§i^i^^M
mrO

from its Height de—clining, Glitters in its

r\wm Q
m

Fall, and dies.

/r/V,
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Iris, ev'ry Grace adorning,

Gently warms my fond Defire

;

Sighs for ev'ry Sigh returning,

Like a Veftal, feeds the Fire.

Hiding ftill the fecret Pleafure,

From the prying vulgar Eye;

Still refigning all her Treafure,

Giving, without Pain, the Joy.

B4
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rhe PLAY ^/ L O V E.

The Words by Mr. LEFERIDGE.

The Air by Dr. Pepusgh*

The Play of Love is now be—gun. And thus the

1^^^^^:J4^
W
Adions do go on: Strepho-atn^moMi'd.

p^^^^%#^a:

courts the Fair^She hears him with a care-lefs

m ^ "__^ ^^m^
Air, And fmiles to find him in Love's Snare.

The Adl-Tune play'd, they meet again,

Here Pity moves her for his Pain ;

Which Ihe evades with fome Pretence,

And thinks fhe may with Love dilpence,

But pants to hear a Man of Senfe.

The third Approach her Lover makes,

She colours up, whene'er he fpeaks

;

But
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But with feignM Slights dill puts him by,

And faintly cries flie can't comply,

Altho' Ihe gives her Heart the Lie.

Now the Plot rifes, he feems fhy,

As if fome other Fair he'd try

;

At which Ihe fwells with Spleen and Fear,

Left fome more wife his Love fliou'd Oiarc;

Which yet no Woman e'er can bear.

The laft A&, now is wrought fo high.

That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy;

She does no more his Paffion (hun,

He ftrait into her Arms does ran,

The Curtain fails— the Play is done.

For tbe F I. V T v:.

if4 ffrif)trj^iJ^J>ii^^

iiTitfi ir|fii|i III
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r^^ I N S E N S I B L E,

Written by a Lady.
vv> t . ^1 \ _L>C\ ^'^1 ^M^ ^g^̂ ^
Strephon hath Fafliion, Wit, and Youth,With

^^^^^
all Things elfe that pleafe; He nothing

t^

wants but Love and Truth, To ru— -in

^^^^^^^^^^g
me with Eafe. But he is Flint, and

^^^^^
bears the Art To kin-die fierce DefirejWhofe

Pow'r en-flames a-no-ther's Heart, And
/'^

'f=d^|=:j^| j

he ne'er feels the Fire.

Oh
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Oh how it does my Soul perplex,

When I his Charms recall;

To think he fliould defpife the Sex,

Or, what's worfe, love 'em alL

So that my Heart, like Noah's Dove^

In vain has fought for Reft;

Finding no Hopes to fix my Love,

Returns into my Brcaft,

11



1% SONG J*.

From Shake spearV LoveV Labour Lof!^^

Set by Mr. Leveridge.
SUMMER.

^fdi-liiii#
when Dazies py 'd, and Vio-Iets blue,And Cuckow-

F#^^^^j^
i

buds of y el—low Hue, And Lady-Smocks all Sil-ver

^^
white. Do paint the Meadows with Delight; The

Cuckoiv then, on ev^—ry Tree, mocks tnarrit

^ ^ H .-gJ <^-
i

r f
""

I f"^^
Men,for thus fings he-, Cuckowl Cuckew! O

f
Ull^LXU

.

Word of Tear, Vnpleafing to a married Ear,

When Shepherds pipe on Oaten Straws,

And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks
j

When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws-,

And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks

:

The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree^

Mocks married Men. for thus jhigs he-,

Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O Word of liar

U7tpleafing to a married Ear.
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WINTER.
When Ificles hang by the Wall,

And Bick the Shepherd blows his Nail j

And Tom bears Logs into the Hall

:

And Milk comes frozen home in Pail i

fe
r^ ^^4?

When Blood is nipt, and Ways be foul. Then

ft.,
n^LhhA^m

nighty fings the Jlaring Owl-, ?Tu-whit-tu-

pm^pmu^̂
whoo— -, Tu-whit-tu-whoo , a merry^mtrrj

k kjn-f-fTi>- i^m
Notij While greafie Joan doth keel the Pot,

When all aloud the Wind doth blow^

And Coughing drowns the Parfon's Sawj

And Birds fit brooding in the Snow^

And Marrian's Nofe looks red and raw ;

Then roafled Crabs hifs in the Bowl j

And nightly fings the flaring Owl

:

Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry Note,

While greafie Joan doth keel the Pet,
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5tbe Despairing Shepherd,

Set by Mr. GOUGE.

d MM i=&Pt ^m
J—le—xis fliuii'd his Fellow - Swains, Their^ ^^fe ^^
r̂u»-ral Sports and jo-cundStrains;(Heav'ii

^^^^^
guard us all from C?:f—-p/i^'s Bow !) He^ ^ IZX^ ^
loll his Crook, he left his Flocks, And,

I

\^ ^^ -^- ^y

wand'ring thro' the lonely Rocks, He

ffl7-—d-f-

^

^^
nou-rifli'd end-—lefs Woe.

The
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The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came :

His Grief Some pity, Others blame;

The fatal Caufe All kindly feek

:

He mingled his Concern with Theirs

;

He gave 'em back their friendly Tears;

He figh'd, but would not fpeak.

Clor'mda came, among the reft;

And She too kind Concern expred,

And ask'd the Reafon of his Woe;

She ask'd, but with an Air and Mein,

That made it eafily forcfeen,

She fear'd too much to know. ^

The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head

;

And will you pardon me, he faid,

While I the cruel Truth reveal ?

Which nothing from my Bread fhould tear,

Which never fliould offend your Ear,

But that you bid me tell.

'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain,

Since you appear'd upon the Plain

;

You are the Caufe of all my Care

:

Your Eyes ten thoufand Daggers dart

;

Ten thoufand Torments vex my Heart:

I love, and I defpair*

Too
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Too much, Alexis, I have heard:

•Tis what I thought ; 'tis what I fear'd

:

And yet I pardon you, flie cry'd

:

B«t you (hall promife ne'er again

To breathe your Vows, or fpeak your Pain

:

He bow'd, obcy'd, and dyM,

For the F i, u t e.

ldu0Mmmm ^̂
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The TiMokous Lover;

StthyMi, JOHN GRAND.

Young Da-'-mofgy once the happieftSwain,The

^^mrhmx^
Pride and Glo-ry of thePlain,(Yet fee th'Ef-

fedts of Love !) Depriv'd of all his former

Reft,Shun'dCom-pa-ny, with Grief op-

f^m u^-tH^' in. mmmM

prefs'djAnd fought the thick—eft Grovct^

The Nymphs and Swains all ftrove to find

What 'twas difturb'd the Shepherd's Mind;

And, when they begg'd to know^

¥0L. IL G H©
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He only fhook his drooping Head,

And, fighing mournfully, he faid.

My Fate will have it lb.

MyrfilUj hearing of his Woes,

Came too, and kindly ask'd the Caufe

Of all his mighty Pain *

The Youth, tranfported, and amaz'd.

To hear her charming Voice, foon rais'J

His Head
J
and thus began.

I love; but 'tis a Nymph fo fair

That I of all Succefs dcfpair,

And nought expedl but Scorn

;

But oh ! forgive, fince ask'd by yoi:,^

If farther I my Tale purfue.

And fay, for You I burn.

The Nymph then blufli'd, and rniiiliig kk%^

And is it thus you court a Maid ?

You'll by Experience find,

The Fair's not won by dull Defpair^f

But to the Brave and Debonnair

Our Sex will e'er prove kind.

f»f.
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??

For the Flute.

a^g^^ fc

-a^ s ±£cn=j H^V^'

^^^^^^

i%|?>.l^^^^«4^

c i
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7i C E L i A drefi as a Beau.

I

Cella, i\iOM faireft of the Fair, Thofe

E foP##^
Eyes fiich pointed Ar---rows bear, To

^^m #~
feE£fe^ I

dart Defiance round ; Thus to go arm'd in

4^pjf-J MfJ^I'Iti-
You is vain, Whofe ve-—ry Frown, or

cold Dif-dain, Can kill, with—-out a

^m
Wound,

Thsu
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Then be not, Celia, thus difgracM

;

Let Swords on fitter Limbs be plac'd

:

From fuch rough Adls defift

:

Unarmed, you can conquer more;

Nor can great Mars, with all his PowV,

Your naked Force refift.

%l

For the Flute.

C\ r\ -f^ r:\ r\ ±Jt
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rue FAIRY Q_ U E E N.

P
Come follow, follow me, Ye fairy Elves, that

»Kf^^+^hft^
be; Come follow me your Queen, And trip it

* ^^ PEqr <» #

o'er the Green: Hand in Hand we'll dance a-

P f^--i^^-J--^^^^^ffl-^
round, Becaul'e this Place is Fairy Ground:

H4.4-^i44d4^S
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, Becaufe this

^m îf^^m^m
Place is Fairy Ground.

When
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When Mortals are at Reft,

And fnoring in their Neft

;

Unheard, and unefpy'd,

Through Key-holes we do gh'de,

Over Tables, Stools and Shelves,

We trip it with our Fairy Elves,

And if the Houfe be foul,

With Platter, Difn or Bowl,

Up Stairs we nimbly creep.

And find the Sluts afleep;

Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs

:

None us hears, and none us fpics.

But if the Houfe be fwept,

And from Uncleannefs kept,

We praife the Houlhold Maid,

And furely flie is paid :

Every Night before we go,

We drop a Tefter in her Shoe.

Then o'er a Mufliroom's Head

Our Table-cloth we fpread,

A Grain of Rye or Wheat,

The Diet that we eat;

C 4 Pearly
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Pearly Dfops of Dew we drink.

In Acorn Cups fill'd to the Brink. •

'

The Brains of Nightingales,

With un6lious Fat of Snails,

Between two Cockles ftew'dj

Is Meat that's eas'ly chew'd,

And Brains of Worms and Marrow of Mice

Do make a Feaft that's wondrous nicco

The Grafshopper, Gnat and Fly^

Serve for our Minftrelfy.

Grace faid, we dance a-while,

And fo the Time beguile

;

But if the Moon doth hide her Head,

The Glow-worm lights us home to Bed,

O'er Tops of dewy Grafs

So nimbly we do pafs,

The young and tender Stalk

Ne'er bends where we do walk

;

Yet in the Morning may be feen,

Where we the Night before have been»

Fir
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For the Flute.

#y;,ircrrf
|
r.-'f,ircrjfi fc::

I
ferfrry ff'.rp if?^^m
fe^ ^^ ^^

w
pm,\n\iw..^̂
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5the Hunting Song //^Apoll®

and Daphne.

r>^ ^-^ _jh

^^i^^u^y^-^. 1/ I ^ tr

Away, away, we've crown'd the Day, we've

TO ^^^^^
crown'd the Day; Away, away, we've crowiiM the

^^^^^
Day;The Hounds are waiting for their Prey

;

n >^ ^ -1 ^^^^^^^
The Huntfman's Call in-vites ye all, The

n

^.^t^mm^Fm
Huntfman's Call in—-vites ye all; Come iri.come

^J^^^^^^^fei^^
in. Boys, while you may ; Come in,come in,Boys,

^^m
while you may..

The
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The jolly Horn, the rolie Morn, the rofie Morn,

The jolly Horn, the rolie Morn,

With Harmony of deep-mouth'd Hounds;

Thefe, thefe, my Boys, are heav'nly Joys,

Thefe, thefe, my Boys, are heav'nly Joys,

A Sportfman's Pleadire knows no Bounds:

A Sportfman's Pleafure knows no Bounds

:

The Horn lliall be the Husband's Fee,the Husband's Fee,

The Horn Oiall be the Husband's Fee,

And let him take itnot in Scorn;

The Brave and Sage, in ev'ry Age,

The Brave and Sage, in ev'ry Age,

Have not drfdain'd to wear the Horn :

Have not difdain'd to wear the Horn.
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»0«-l|B*.

C E L I jf.

Set by Mr. RAMONDON,

^^TP==i;^ ^ [: {(

Lefs I can'tjthe Gods can tell, Love Celia lefs, than

frmff^^^sWUrJfr*

love her well;To love her lefs, were not herDue;to

j%T^ff8tmrt|^
love her more, no Man can do. For to en-

iT'li
riijaiM rTii trTT

i
fl

joy the charming She, Fd forfeit Life and Liber-

ty; I'd for—feit Life and Li-bcr-ty rNewfairn

.j:..[h i
jQr|,i iT i:fr^

Snow's not half fo white, Nor polifh'd Diamonds

half
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MM «- -" .^

^9

half fo bright, As Genua's Face, all charming

if'rciijrfm^fm
Light: Then grant me her, I ask no more, Since

^ttfgjJ]ffl^U4^
Ce—lla I was born t'a-dore.
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jfPOLLO and DAPHNE.

A-pol-lo once finding fair DapJme alone, Dif-

^^^^P^
cover'd his Flame in a palTionate Tone ; He

yn^^u^Mfc^
told her, and bound it with manyaCurfe,Hewas

/7\mm^^
^ready to take her for Better for Worfe:Then

^^^^^P
talk'd of the Smart, And the Hole in his

#^^^^*^^^1^^^^^^^^^^^
Heart, So large, one might drive thro' the

i^tt: ^=^^^
FaiTa^® a Cart* But the filly coy Maici,to th«

God's
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God's great Amazement, Sprung away from his

Arms, and leapt thro' the Cafement.

He, followmg, cryM out, My Life, and my Dear,

Return to your Lover, and lay by your Fear

:

You think me perhaps fome Scoundrel or Whorefonj

Alas ! Tve no wicked Defign on your Perfon.

I'm a God by my Trade,

Young, plump, and well made;

Then let me carefs thee, and be not afraid.

But Hill (he kept running, and flew like the Wind ;

While the poor purfy God came panting behind.

I'm the chief of Phyficians, and none of theColleg®

Muft be mention'd with me for Experience and Know-
[ledge r

Each Herb, Flower, and Plant by its Name I can call,

And do more than the beft Seventh Son of them All.

With my Powder and Pills

I cure all the Ills,

That fweep ofFfuch Numbers each Week in the Bills^

But dill file kept running, and flew like the Wind
;

While the poor purfy God came panting behind.

Befides,
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Befides, Fm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain,

And top all the Writers of fam'd Covent- Garden t

I'm the Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wit;

I fet my own Sonnets, and fing to my Kit

:

I'm at JVill\ all the Day,

And each Night at the Play

;

And Verfes I make faft as Hops, as they fay.

When fhe heard him talk thus,fhe redoubled her Speedy

And flew like a Whore from a Conftable freed.

Now, had our wife Lover (but Lovers are blindj

In the Language of Lombard-Street told her his Mind

;

" Look, Lady, what here is, 'tis plenty of Money

;

" Odsbobs, I muft fwinge thee, my Joy andmy Honey;

" I fit next the Chair,

« And iljall ihortly be Mayor,

*' Neither Clayton nor Duncomh with me can compare

:

Tho' as wrinkled as Frtm^ as deform'd as the Devil,

The God had fucceeded, the Nymph had been CiviL
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The CollsierV DAxjoiiTER.^ m ^^t
-iT ^17-

Thc Col-lier Vias a Daughter, And,Oh!flie'swond'rous

^^^#tf-^=T?.^ y

bonny, A Laird he was that Ibught her, Baich

^^pi
rich in Land and Money. The Tutors watch'd the

#fc^ „M- ^-^
Motion Of this young honeft Lover j But

1^
Love is like theO—cean: Wha can its Depth dip

sy
\f

tfcg

|-
cover 5

Vol. IL j^
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He had the Art to pleafe ye.

And was by a' rcfpeded;

His Airs fat round him eafy,

Genteel, but unaffe^ed.

The Collier's bonny Laffie,

Fair as the new-blown EiUic,

Ay fweet, and never faucy,

SecurM the Heart of fTtlfy.

He lov'd beyond Expreflion

The Charms that were about her,

And panted for PoffefTion,

His Life wa« dull without licr.

Aft«r mature Refolving,

Clofe to his Bread he held her,

—J In fafteft Flames diflblving,

He tenderly thus tell'd her

;

My bonny Collier's Daughter,

Let nothing difcompofe ye,

•Tis BO your fcanty Tocher

Shall ever gar me lofe ye

:

For I have Gear in Plenty,

And Love fays, 'tis my Duty

To ware what Heaven has lent mt,

Upon your Wit and Beauty.

F<ir
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For tte F L tJ T e.

n

^pgiiM^^^^^
i'l''^ c r c

Da
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The Jolly Young Swain.

^^^r^^ i

ANymphofthePlain,By a jol—ly young

finirrrjirrtfa
Swain,By a jol—IyyoungSwain,Wasaddrefl:tobe

M ^^^^m£
kindj But relentlefs I find. To his Pray 'rs fhe ap-

^^^^^
pear'd,Tho' him—felf he endear'd In a manner fo^ F?; ^m

9... 14^.m
foft, [o en-gaging and fweet. As foon might per-

^FH^itTn*
fwa4e her his Paffioa to meet.

i
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How much he ador'd her.

How oft he implor'd her,

How oft he implor'd her,

I cannot exprefs

;

But he lov'd to Excefs

;

And he fwor.e he fliould dye^

Unlefs (he'd comply

;

Ik a manner^ Sec.

While Bluihes, like Rofes,

That Nature compofes,

That Nature compofes,

Vermilion'd her Face

;

With an Air, and a Grace,

Which her Lover improv'd,

When he found he had mov'd;

I}f a manner^ &c.

When wakM from the Joy

Which their Souls did employ.

Which their Souls did employ.

From her fweet ruby Lips

Thoufand Odours he Sips;

Then amax'd ^ her Eyes,

Says, he faints, and he dies;

In a manner^ &€.

D 3 But
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But how they ihou'd part,

Now becomes all their Smart,

l^ow becomes all theit Smart
|

^Till he vow'd to hi? Fair,

That to eafe his own Carpi

Hq wou'd meet her again.

And 'till then be in Pain
j

/jf a manner^ &c.
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The Words by Mr. B ENJ. G RIFFIN.

7# H M I N U E T.

As on a Sunlhine Sum-mer's Day, I

to the Green-wood bent my Way ; The

#iiJf iW-ir

m
lonely Path my Fancy took, Was guided^ mmu•e

t-
by a fil—ver Brook : And truft me, truft me.

all ImeantjWas tobepleas'dand Innocent, ^.c

Upon it's flow'ry Bank I fate,

Regardlefs of or Love, or Hate:

So took my Pipe, and 'gan to play

The jolly Shepherd's Roundelay;

D 4 A^i
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And truft me, triift me, all I meant,

Was to be pleas'd, and Innocent.

All in the felf-fame fliady Grove

Youthful Silvia chancM to rove-;

And, by its Echo led, drew near,

My rural Oaten Reed to hear.

But furely, furely, all flie meant,

Was to be pleas'd, and Innocent.

I held her by the glowing Hand,

And fomething Ihe did underftand;

Her fwelling Sighs, her melting Look,

That fomething too, too, plainly fpoke:

But truft me, truft me, all I meant,

Was to be pleas'd, and Innocent.

When I beheld her flender Wafte,

Her Iv'ry Neck, her panting Breaft,

Her blooming Cheek j her fparkling Eye,

Gods ! was there ought I could deny ?

But fare 'till then, all, all I meant.

Was to be olcasM and Innocents

When



SONGS. 41

When I her Charms had wander'd o'er,

My Heart was then my ov;n no more

;

Into her circling Arms I fell:

What foUow'd then, I dare not tell

;

We only both were in th' Event

Well pleas'd, if not fo Innocent.
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DESPAIRING MTRriLLO.

^^M^=^^f^̂ ^i
One Night, when all the Village ilei>t^ Myr-tillo^s

m i
i sC7 CT

I
fad Deipair The wand'ring Shepherd waking |

'^g^jyjiii.u ii^ i^
kcpt,To tell the Woods his Care: Be gone, feid^^^^
he, fond Thought, be gone, Eyes give your

iiu
'^

i j i- r]''

Sor-rows o'er*; Why ihou'd you wafte your

(iffiH J'l^jjgJj Ip
Tears for OneThat thinks on you no more?

Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Powers,

That dwell within this Grove,

Can tell how many tender Hours,

Wc here have pafsM in Love
The
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The Stars above (my cruel Foesj
Have heard how (he has fwora

A thoufand times, that h'ke to Thofe

Her Flame lhou*d ever burn.

But, finceflie's loft^ oh! let me have

My Wifli, and quickly die

:

In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave,

Aud there for ever lie:

Sud Nightingales the Watch ftall keep»

And kindly here complain;

Then dpwn the Shepherd lay to fleep,

And never wakM again.

For tie fi^VT^*

41
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On One who fcorn'd the Power of Love.

fm\^\\mm\\
Damof^^thy Fiide no Ion ger boaft,Nor

ffTrini i n'l i yi-fTrji

cold Inditf'rence to the Fair ; Thy ru--ral

Life its Sweets hath loft, And Pat-ty

J^
[ 1

1
1

1
J IIsi

now is all thy Care.

In lonely Walks, and gloomy Shades,

You hope to mitigate your Grief

i

In vain we fly when Love invade?,

In vain from Love we feek Reliefo

Your tuneful Pipe with jocund Strains,

No longer cheers the mirthful Grove;

In Thought. opprefs'd, you fliun the PlainSj,

And nothijig now indulge but Love*
Yoii5



SONGS. 45'

Your lowing Herds, and bleating Flocks,

Unguarded, range the diftant Fields

;

The murni'ring Rills, and hollow Rocks,

Some Pity to thy Sorrow yields.

Had Fate ordain'd the beauteous Maid,

In Courts a Birth of high Degree,

Some nobler Conqueft fhe had made;

And Damons Heart had ftill been free.

For the Flu t e."
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C t E L I A *5 RefieSiion on her Self for

flighting PtiitANDERV Love.

Young Fbi-lan-'der wooM me long, But I was

W^'^^^M^^
pecvift), and for—bad him ; I wou*d not hear his

lovinc Sone. But now I wilh, fwifli, Iloving Song, But now I wilh, 1 wi(h, I

f,rjij
;

i i H f.7̂ri?iW
had him. Each Morning when I view my

A'vun'Qm^m^
Glafs,Then I perceive my Beauty going; And

\rf^^\ ^m^^'^
when the Wrinkles feize the Face,Then

fr C
(|

: j]
|
jJfflj ll

wc may bid a—dieu to Wooing.

My
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My Beauty, once fo much admired,

I find it fading fad, and flying;

My 'Cheeks, which Coral-like appeared,

Grow pale, the broken Blood decaying :

Ah ! we may fee our felves to be

Like Summer-Fruit that is unfhaken

;

When ripe, they foon fall down and die,

And by Corruption quickly taken.

Ufc then your Time, yc Virgins fair.

Employ your Day before 'tis evil;

Fifteen is a Seafon rare,

But Five and Twenty is the Devil.

Juft when ripe, confent unto't.

Hug no more your lonely Pillow;

For Women are like other Fruit,

They lofe their Relifli when too mellow.

If Opportunity be loft,

You'll find it hard to be reclaimed

;

Which now I may tell to my Coft,

Tho* but my felf none can be blamed:

If then your Fortune you refped.

Take the Occafion when it offers

;

Nor a true Lover's Suit negleS,

Left yc be fcofd for being Scoffers.
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I, by his fond Exprteffions thought,

That in his Love he'd ne'er prove changing J

But now, alas ! 'tis tutn'd to nought,

And, paft my Hopes, he's gone a-ranging.

Dear Maidens, then take my Advice,

And let not Coynefs prove your Ruin

;

For if ye be o'er-foolifh nice,.

Your Suitors will give over wooing.

Then Maidens Old you nam'd will be,

And in that fretful Rank be number'd,

As long as Life; arid when ye die,

With leading Apes be ever cumber'd

:

A Punifliment, and hated Brand,

With which none of us are contented

;

Then be not wife behind the Hand,

That the Miftake may be prevented.

For the Flute.

^^^^^
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Fleeting Beauty.

^^J-fj^^JL^
Yoiuh,and Beauty, flies away like the winged

fe=mrrl%m^
Hour. Oh^M3'r/^i/i;).'"tistheVirgi;L*s£iirDower,butthe

<l>f*|'T,- ft ^ I

J J^^
rofie Cheek will foon fade in fpite of mortal

^ip^^gg^
Pow'r:For,like a River, ever it is gliding

^^^^^=p]^=^^^^
from us away, and Fate makes us all obey, and

^fj 7 f 5^^;£$£^
ti-iatfameSun-fhine tb^t was fo brii^hr, fo divinelv

^M=M£g^^
gay, pleafing, 2nd fine^ is p:(]:andgonejtheGlarsof

pM^fS4;^i^;m^
Time is run, snd then, a-las ! we are undone.

Vol. 11 -I?!?
E
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7"he Lover V Warfare

-m=m\\\[\^^m
Thoughtful Nights,and reftlefs Waking, O the

^r j.j^i.|-
j^j^

Pains that we endure ! Broken Faith, un-

ff r f
I

[
yi-tuUlJ

kind For-faking, Ever doubting, nc-ver

fure : Ever doubting, never fareEver doubting, never fure.

Hopes deceiving, vain Endeavours

;

What a Race has Love to run ?

Falfc Protefting, fleeting Favours;

Every, every way undone:

Every, every way undone.

Still complaining, and defending,

Each to love, yet ne'er agree;

Fears tormenting, Paffion rending;

O the Racks of Jealoufy

!

O the Racks of Jealoufy 1

From
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From fuch painful ways of Living,

Ah! how fweet, cou'd Love be free;

Still prefenting, ftill reeeiving,

Fierce, immortal Ecftafie

:

Fierce, immortal Ecftafie.

j«

li
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SONG, from Mr. Dryden'^
Marriage A-la-mode.

ii/'
l

I' f
I
iffrjffl

Why, whv fliou'd a foo— lilTi Mar-rir^ge

P=^=^m^ i

Vow, Which long a—go wasmade,Obiige us

IrJpril'.f J
|

[^^
to each o-ther now, When Paffion is de-

^-4MU^U4^
,

cay'd ? We lov'd and we lov'd as long as we

M^[ J ' 1^n^
cou'd, 'Till our Love was lov'd out of us .

^^#4^^1^=f=fc^
both; But our Marriage is dead, when the!

^^^^^^^^^^^E==?=Ff
r~*

Pleafures are fied; 'Twas Pleafure firft

FTwn^
made It an Oath. ir
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If I have Pleafures for a Friend,

And farther Love in ftore,

What Wrong has he, whofe Joys did end,

And who cou'd give no more ?

'Tis a Madnefs that he

Shou'd be jealous of me,

Or that I (liou'd bar him of another

:

For all we can gain.

Is to give ourfelves Pain,

When neither can hinder the other.

5-3

E3
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the WHEEL of LIFE.
Set and Sung by Mr. Leveridge.

#lr*ffyj^n j. i
TheWheelofLife is turning quickly round. And

^H^fc l
J'Jt'jJ.^

nothing in this World of Certainty is found : The

4^ j^,JJ.jHJi.J'i ^?
Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us outj Good

m ^^
lack 1 good lack! how thin£:,sare wheel'd a-bout.

Some few aloft on Fortune's Wheel do go,

And as they mount up high, the others tumble low

:

For this we all agree, that Fate at firfl: did will

That this great Wheel fhould never once fland ftilL

The Courtier turns, to gain his private Ends,

'Till he's fo giddy grown, he quite forgets his Friends

:

Profperity oft-times deceives the Proud and Vain,

And wheels fo fad, it turns them out again.

Some
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Some turn to This, to That, and ev'ry Way,

And cheat and fcrape for what can't purchafe one poor

Day:

But this is far below the gen'rous-hearted Man,

Who lives, and makes the moft of Life he can.

And thus we're wheel'd about in Life's {hort Farce,

'Till we at laft are wheel'd off in a rumbling Hearfe

:

The Mid-wife wheels us in, and Death wheels us out.

Good lack ! good lack ! how things are wheel'd about.

For the Flute.

§̂ ^
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the Highland Laddie,

The Lawland Lads* think they are fine, But

I ^ J rj j;if?grfii gi
O they're vain and id—ly gaudy ! How

£Jj^.=^^^m
much un-like that grace-ful Mein, And

fenrfH^t^^^
manly Looks of my High-land Laddie.

If I were free at Will to chufe

To be the wealthieft Lawland Lady,

!*d take young Donald without Trews,

With Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy.

The brawePi Beau in Borrows-Town,

In a' his Airs, with Art made ready,

ConnparM to him, he's but a Clown;

He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy.

O'er
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O'er benty Hill with him I'll run,

And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady;

Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun,

He'll fcreen me with his Highland PJaidy.

A painted Room, and filken Bed,

May pleafe a Lawland Laird and Lady

;

But I can kifs, and be as glad.

Behind a Bufli in's Highland Plaidy,

Few Compliments between us pafs,

I ca' him my Dear Highland Laddie,

And he ca's me his Lawland Lafs

;

Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy.

Nae greater Joy I'll e'er pretend.

Than that his Love prove true and fteady;

Like mine to him, which ne'er fhall end.

While Heaven preferve my Highland Laddie.

my bonny Highland Laddie^

My handfome^ charming^ Highland Laddie I

May Heaven flillguard, and Love reward.

Our Lawland Lafs and her Highland Laddie.
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M O L L r M O G

OR THE

Fair Maid of the Inn.

Sef hy Mr. Greene.

^^^^^
Says my Uncle, I pray you dif-co-ver What

fuuu i'--^'^'
hath been the Caufe of your Woes, That you

r^i [. [.HiN-n
pme, and you whine, like a Lover? I've^

f § +»•-

feen idolly Mog of the Roj\\

O Nephew ! your Grief is but Folly,

In Town you may find better Prog;

Half a Crown there will get you a MoUy^

h. Molly much better than./l'%'.
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I know that by Wits 'tis recited

That Women at beft are a Clog

;

But I'm not fo eafily frighted

From loving of fweet Molly Mog.

The School-boy's Defire is a Play-day,

The School-mafter's Joy is to flog

;

The Milk-maid's Delight is on May-day^

Bat mine is on fweet Molly Mog,

Will'a-w'tfp leads the Trav'Ier a gadding

Thro' Ditch, and thEo' Quagmire and Bog;

But no Light can fet me a madding,

Like the Eyes of my fweet Molly Mog.

For Guineas in other Men's Breeches

Your Gamefters will palm and will cog

;

But I envy them none of their Riches,

So I may win fweet Molly Mog,

The Heart, when half-wounded, is changing,

It here and there leaps like a Frog

;

But my Heart can never be ranging,

'Tis fo fixt upon fweet Molly Mog.

Who follows all Ladies of Pleafure,

In Pleafure is thought but a Hog;

All the Sex cannot give fo good Meafure

Of Joys, as my fweet Molly Mog.
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I feel I'm in Love to Diftradion,

My Senfes all loft in a Fog;

Now there's Nothing can give Satisfadion

But thinking of fweet Molly Mog,

:;
A Letter when I am inditing,

Comes C^^^/i and gives me a Jog ;

And I fill all the Paper with writing

Of Nothing, but fweet Molly Mog.

If I would not give up the three Graces,

I wifli I were hang'd like a Dog

;

And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces,

For a Glance of my fweet Molly Mag.

Thofe Faces want Nature and Spirit,

And feem as cut out of a Log

;

Jrmo^ Venus ^ and Paliases Merit

Unite in my fweet Molly Mog.

Thofe who toaft all the Family Royal,

In Bumpers of Hogan and Nog.,

Have Hearts not more true or more loyal ,

Than m.ine to my fweet Molly Mog.

Were Firgil alive with his PhilUs^

And writing another Ec-logue

;

Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis

He'd give up for my fweet Molly Mog.

WheE
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When fhe fmiles on each Gueft, like her Liqupr,

Then Jealoufie iets me agog.

To be fure (he's a Bit for the Vicar,

And fo I fnall lofe Molly Mog.

For the Flute.

^^^^^m
^ gffi^^^
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The CURE of FOLLY-

Set by Mr. iVT. //^rikf.

J^.ri'0.'i'j|i|tiO i

When Paffions, ungovern'd by Rea-fon and

rh i
N iii iiiiijDi

Art, And Joys, in I-de-a, tranfported my

[?'"iiiiifiniLii]ii|.^i
Heart, O how I de-hght-ed in lonely Re-

jf'i J I J r w^i-p
treats ! Where Love and the Mufes had

m=^=LUi
cho—fen their Scats.

There oft was I wont the long Day to confume,

In wifhing, and promiling Pleaiures to come:

But Wifhes and Promifes then were in vain

;

For Youth v/as to me the fad Seafon of Pain.

z Affliaed
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Afflided with Sorrows of various Sort,

I hated Diverfions, and irkfome grew Sport

;

The only poor Solace my Life cou'd pofTeG,

Was Imaginations and Dreams of Succefs.

Sometimes to alleviate the Weight of my Woe,

I fipp'd of the Streams that from Helicon flow

:

But Mufick and Poetry foften'd my Heart,

Cou'd never content, and but feldom divert.

O'erwhelm'd with DidrefTes, and nigh to Defpair,

I, refolute, traveli'd to breathe a new Air;

In fearch of Relief to my turbulent Mind,

Left Kindred, and Country, and Bufinefs behind.

But, ah! cou'd a Stranger, unfriended and poor,

Expe6l what he fought for wou'd come in an Hour?

Improv'd was my Anguiih, redoubled my Pain,

And trav'lling, like all other Comforts, provM vain.

Yet patient and wifer I grew by degrees,

And learnt due Submiffion t' eternal Decrees.

My Paffions fubjefted to Reafon's controul,

I found Satisfaction break in on my Soul.

And, firft, to my Wifh, did I meet with a Friend,

Who knew the World well,and right Counfel cou'd

lend

;

Brave, gen'rous and witty, good-humour'd and free,

Juft, prudent, polite, and obliging to me. i^i
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In his Converfation, I fenfibly found

My Sufferings with Portion of Happincfs crown'd.

Oh! thought I, now nothing remains to compkat

My Blifs, but a Nymph, foft, gay, and difcreet.

I found one with Beauty, Good-humour and Wit,

Whofe Manners and Gondu£t my Fancy did fit

;

The leatl of her Sex by Folly mif-led,

The kindeft Companion, and true to my Bed.

What more, that I wifh'd-for, remains unbeftow'd,

But Fame, and a Fortune above the dull Crowd?

They are granted, and nothing is now to be done,

But to make a right Ufe of the Happinefs won.

Then far from the Town, and the Court I'll repair,

Accompany'd with my dear Friend and my Fair;

My lafl: Scene of Life in fweet Solitude lay,

Prepare for next World, and fteal gently away.

For the Flute.

^^^1^^
lirriiJiJfJ'iir^tf^
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SONG, to DENOYE'5 Mimet.

pipj-mi^p

Sire^hon^ when you fee me fly, Why fliou'd

f^#^fi^ P
that your Fear create ? Maids may be as

1. r^ ^ m^ ^
of—ten fhy Out of Love, as out of Hatei

s ^ŝ ^^^W
When from you I fly away, 'Tis be*

^ lit

caufe I fear to flayo

Did I out of Hatred ruri,

Lefs wou'd be my Pain and Catej

But, the Youth I love, to Ihun

!

Who cQu'd fuch a Tryal bear?

Vox. IL F Whoa
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Who, that fuch a Swain did fee,

Who cou*d love, and fly, like me?

Cruel Duty bids me go

;

Gentle Love commands my Stay i

Duty's ftill to Love a Foe;

Shall I This, or That, obey?

Duty frowns, and Cupid fmiles

;

That defends, and This beguiles.

Ever, by this cryftal Stream

I cou'd fit, and fee thee ligh;

Ravilh'd with this pleafing Dream,

Oh ! 'tis worfe than Death to fly I

But, the Danger is fo great,

Fear gives Wings inftead of Feet.

if you love me, Strephon^ leave me;

If you flay, I am undone

:

Oh, you may with Eafe deceive me;

Pr'ythee, charming Boy, be gone :

The Gods deeree that we muft part;

They have my Vow, but you my Heart.

Fgr
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for the F t, V T E.

^Mffiwm#f{tei

M^%fn^s

iL(j i
t..ai'-iri."fii^fin^

aw%Fgtete
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the INVOCATION.

Written by a Lady.

^ mm pa
Ye Virgin PowVs, dc--fend my Heart From

^g^^^^EJ^^ZJIpifc
ain'roLis Looks and Smiles, Froili fawcy

l
^c^^-llMfi^

Pi
d-sH—

^

1
-^ \^

Love, or ni— ccr Art, Which iriod our Sex be-

p ^^ -rTc

s n m
guiics; P>om Sighs and Vows, from awful

^^^^ Qt-P^ 5
Fears, That do to Pity move; Trom fpeaking

gg^gfe^^^
Silence, and from Tears, Thofe Springs that^^^
wa— ter Love.

But
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But if through PalTion I grow bh'nd,

Let Honour be my Guide;

And when frail Nature feems inclin'd,

There place a Guard of Pride.

An Heart whofe Flames are feen, thp' pure,

J^egjd? mhy Virm.e's Ay;

And fhe who thinks herfelf fecure,

The fooned is betray'd.

F3
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^he Morning-Break.

The Words by Mr. A. B R A d l f Y.

»C^ 1)1 1 If
^|ft

Awake, ye drow-fySw^inSjawakejBchoIdthe

frrrffi nQftirrfTi

beauteous Morning-break ; Au-ro-ra's Man-tie

f^4uiiji|iii}niJ|i »

grey appears, And Harmony falutes the Ears.

The Lark has foarM a wond'rous Height,

And, warbling, wings her airy Flight

;

The Birds, foft-brooding o'er their Nefts,

Inftrudl their Young from tuneful Breads.

A thoufand Beauties fill the Plains;

Each Twig affords melodious Strains;

Thro' ev'ry Eaftern Tree, and Bu(h,

The Virgin-Day appears to blufh.

Already
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Already Damon with his Crook

Attends his Flock at yonder Brook
5

The charming Chlo€\ by his Side,

Of all the Nymphs the Shepherd's Pride.

Unhappy Sluggards in their Beds,

With parched Throats, and akeing Heads,

Have (hut out Day, and all its Blifs,

To revel in a Strumpet's Kifs

:

While Rural Swains enjoy the Morn,

And laugh at ev'ry Courtier's Scorn^

Nor envy their voluptuous Way;

Bur, while they fleep, enjoy the Day,

71

F4
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fhs ROM P V SONG.

^ung hy Mrs. Cibser in the Provok'i) Husband.

The Words and Mufick by Mr. Car e y.

n f f
^ J J \\\°\%

oh, I'll have a Husband I ay, mar—ry j For

|k^
f

JJjJ I Jilf l
T̂

whv Ihould I Ion-—ger tar—-ry,Forwby fhould I

Cidi^
longer tar-ry. Than other brisk Girls have

uauxxiuVv^''\ If i-n
I f

done?. For if I ftay, 'till I grow Grey They'll^ P
me old Maid, and fufty old Jade; So

.'^ /^

f#^^^T^^%4:^
I'll no longer tar^-ryj But I'll have a

. 4 -. Hus-



^fe=M
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Qt-Q

73^m
Husband, ay mar— rj''. If Money can

|ta ^^^^^^XXFL

buy me One.

My Mother fhe fays, Pm too coming

j

And {till in my Ears fhe is drumming.

And ftill in my Ears (he is drumming,

That I fuch vain Thoughts ihou'd fiiun :

My Sifters they cry. Oh fye ! and Oh fye

!

But yet I can fee. They're as coming as me

;

So let me have Husbands in Plenty:

Fd rather have twenty times twenty,

Than dye an Old Maid undone.
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Sung in the Play caU'd Wit without Money

4L ' " -^

y^^^l
Q P m5

There was three Lads in our Town,

^ ^m^
Slow Men of Londml They courted a

^^ ^
Widow was bonny and Brown, And

1
iji'i

I jii'-^
yet they left her undone.

They went to work without their Tools;

Slow Men of London!

The Widow (he fent them away like FooISj

JBecaufe they left her undone.

They often tafted this Widow's Chear

;

Slow Men of London I

But yet the Widow was never the near,

For ftili they left her undone.

Blow
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BljOW, ye Winds; and comedown, Rain;

Slow Men of London I

They never (hall wooe this Widow again,

Becaufe they left her undone.

For the F i^v TE,
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Ithe Lukewarm Lover.

StthyMx, RAMONDON,

tm \J^mim m
Whilft 1 gaxe on Chlo—e trembling, Strait her

^:^^ L^i^ --r^ ^^-^^

Eyes my Fate de-clar.-; When fhe fniiles, I

A r^ '^ ^"^
r m' ^ ^^ ^^ r\ ^^

fear ciir'fembh'ng;Whenlhe frowns, I then defpair

:

^^=m0H\^̂
Jealous of fome ri-val Lover, If a wand'ring

"^ - ;r> <^ /^ '^

FHKf^^»^fe^
Look (he give ; Fain I wou'd re--folve to

d?z&*^^ ^
leave her, But can foon-er ceafe to live.

Why fiiou'd I conceal my Paffion,

Or the Torments I endure ?

I'll difclofe my Inclination

;

Awful Diftance yields no Cure:
Sure
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Sure it is not in her Nature

To be cruel to her Slave;

She is too divine a Creature

To deftroy, what (he can fave.

7?

Happy's he, whofe Inclination

Warms but with a gentle Heat,

Never flies'up to a Paffion

;

Love's a Torment, if too great

:

When the Storm is once blown over,

Soon the Ocean quiet grows

;

But a conftant Faithful Lover

Seldom meets with true Repofe.
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Peggy, Imufi love thee.

Asfrom a Rock pad all Relief, The Ship-wtackt

^j. Jil
l

J J. h^n
Co—Im fpying His native Soil, overcome with

^
j^ i j I

g.r3 |,i
j^

Grief, Half funk in Waves and dying; With

the next Morning— Sun he fpiesAShip which

gives unhop'd Surprize, New Life fprings

yinJriy
i
jijgai.iji

up;, he lifts his Eyes With Joy^nnd waits her Motion,

So
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So when by her, whom long I lov'd,

I fcorn'd was, and deferted,

Low with Defpair my Spirits mov'd,

To be for ever parted

:

Thus droopt I, 'till diviner Grace

1 found la Peggy's Mind and Face,

Ingratitude appeared then bafe,

But Virtue more engaging.

Then now fince happily I've hit,

I'll have no more delaying,

Let Beauty yield to Manly Witj

We lofe our felves in flaying;

I'll hafte dull Courtlhip to a Clofe,

Since Marriage can my Fears oppofe,

Why fliou'd we happy Minutes lofe.

Since, Peggy, I muft love thee?

Men may be foolifli, if they pleafe,

And dcem't a Lover's Duty

To figh, and facrifice their Eafe,

Doating on a proud Beauty:

SucL
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Such was my Cafe for many a Yeaf^

Still Hope fucceeding to my Fear

;

Falfe Betty^ Charms now difappear,

Since Peggy'^ far outfliine them.

For thi Flute.

fWr-^ijJrtltthgB
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the PROTESTATION.

i ^^^ -«»-^ 3-^S
Ann thou wert my ain—Thing, Iwou'd^^ i?

^v::?-^^:?- p
ii

lovethce, Iwou'd love thee; Ann thoiiwcrtmy

m MI^Z^
^m

ain— Things So dearly 1 wou'd lovethee. I wou'd

ir J f, I V''J JJ^ P
(§ !^

clafp thee in my Arms, I'd fccure thee

i^
' rj

[ ^wrm
from all Harms, A—bove all Mor-tals

V^ N-/

thou haft Charms, So dear—ly 1 do lovethee.

Vol. IL G Of
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Of Race divine thou needs muft be,.

Since nothing Earthly equals thee;

, For Heaven's Sake, Oh ! favour me,

Who only lives to love thee.

The Gods one Thing peculiar have,

To ruine none whom they can fave

;

O ! for their Sake fupport a Slave,

Who only lives to love thee.

To Merit I no Claim can make,

But that I love, and for thy Sake,

What Man can name, I'll undertake;

So dearly do I love thee.-

My Paflion, conftant as the Sun,

Flames (Ironger flill, will ne'er have done^

'Till Fates my Thread of Life have fpun^

Which breathing out, Til love thee.

Like Bees that fuck the Morning Dew,

Frae Flowers of fweeteft Scent and Hew^

Sae wad I dwell upo' thy Mou,

And gar the Gods envy me.

Sae lang's I had the Ufe of Light,

Fd on thy Beg^es feaft my Sight,

Syne in faft Whifpers through the Nighty

I'd tell how much I loo'd thee.

How



S O M G S. 83

How fair and ruddy is my Jea?^,

She moves a Goddefs o'er the Green

:

Were I a King, thou fhou'd'Il be Qneen,

Nanc but my fell aboon thee.

I'd grafp thee to this Bread of mine^

Whilft thou, like Ivy or the Vine,

Around my (Ironger Limbs {hou'd'fl twine,

Form'd hardy to defend thee.

Time's on the Wing, and will not (lay.

In fhining Youth let's make our Hay,

Since Love admits of nae Delay,

O let nae Scorn undo thee^

While Love does at his Altar (land,

Hae there's my Heart, gi'e me thy Hand,

And, with ilk Smile, thou (halt command

The Will of him wha loves thee^

For the Flute.

^S^ mii^ii^t 39=?
I ^^ -S^0fTf\n-mm^

'jnhmnfiMm
^^^^^M

Gi
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William and Margaret.

Twas at the fi—lent midnight Hour,When

llz:^ K 1.

all were fafl: a-lleep; In glided Marg'^ra^s

^&r^

^^^^fUj^fflgi's:y—I
1 ^

grimly Ghoft, And flood at WHUam's Feet.

Her Face was like an j^prii Morn,

Clad in a wint'ry Cloud

;

And clay-cold was her lilly Hand,

That held her fable Shrowd.

So fhall the faireft Face appear,

When Youth and Years are flown

;

Such is the Robe that Kings muft wear,

When Death has reft their Crown.

Her
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Her Bloom was like the fpringing Flower,

That fips the lilver Dew;
The Rofe was budded in her Cheek,

Juft op'mKg to the View.

But Love had, like the Canker-worm,

Confum'd her early Prime

:

The Rofe grew pale, and left her Cheek;

She dy'd before her Time.

Awake, She cry'd, thy True-Love aaWs,

Come from her midnight Grave;

Now let thy Phy hear the Maid,

Thy Love refus'd to fave.

This is the dumb and dreary Hour,

When injui-'d Ghods complain;

Now yawning Graves give up their Dead,

To haunt the faithlefs 31^^^.

Bethink thee, WilUam^ of thy Fault,

Thy Pledge, and broken Oath;

And give me back my Maiden Vow,

And give me back my Troth.

Why did you promife Love to me,

And not that Promife keep?

Why did you fwear my Eyes were bright.

Yet leave thofe Eyes to weep?

G 3 Why
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How could you iiiy my Face was fair.

And yet that Face forfake ?

How could you win my Virgin Hearty

Yet leave that Heart to break ?

Why did you fay my Lip was fweet,

And made the Scarlet pale?

And why did I, young witlefs Maid!

Believe the flatt'ring Tale ?

That Face, alas ! no more is fair

;

Thefe Lips no longer red ;

Dark are my Eyes, now closM in Death,

And ev'ry Charm is fled.

The hungry l^^orm my Sijler is

;

This JVindtng'Sheet I wear

;

And cold and weary lafts our Nighty

'Till that lafl Mom appear.

But hark ! the Cock has warn'd me hence:

A long and lafl Adieu

!

Come fee, falfe Man^ how low She lies,

That dy'd for Love of you.

The Lark fung loud ; the Morning fmil'd,

And rais'd her glifc'ring Head

:

Pale William quak'd in ev'ry Limb,

And raving left his Bed.

He
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He hy*d him to the fatal Place

Where Margaret's Body lay

;

And ftretch'd him on the green grafs Turf,

That wrapt her breachlefs Clay.

And thrice he call'd on Margrefs Name,

And thrice he wept full fore';

Then laid his Cheek to the cold Grave,

And Word fpake never more.

h

For the Flute.

s
4|f^''iTr^^

T- g
I

<l

^t%jxm%g;!%

^^##M^

G 4
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i

ne COMPLAINT.

^^n -^

i/-

When firft you took my Heart as amM^^^^^^
Prize, Due to the PovvV of your conqu'ringmm f̂ -f-f^AJJU^̂
Eyes; If ever I thought my Cap— ti—vi— ty

:M^ f=^=l=f^ -^-

jO it

fiveet, 'Tvvas when you allowM me to

—it- ^
4=T

XLi_8|.
a: a^^)=

]ye at your Feet,

Bat now fo ungrateful you are grown

All my kind Services you difown:

And when that I ask you to lengthen my Chain,

You always anfwer me, Love has no Pain.

Oh,
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Oh, did you know but the Pain I endure,

Sure you would never deny me the Cure;

But lince it is fo, I mud hope for no Eafe,

Since my Phyfician won't know my Difeafe.

For ?^i? F L u T E-

8?

I'Wr i rtfi
'

lHt
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rh REPROOF.

^JJIIJ^IJJJ
Charming is- your Shape and Air, And your

i ^MW m ^

w

1
1

Face as Morning fair I As Morn-ing fair! Coral

iV'i^. ^* ifjfmn
J^ips,and Neck of Snow; Cheeks,whereop'ning

Rofes blow ! Ko—fes blow ! When you fpeak,or

^^^^^^B
fmilCjOr move, All is Rapture, all is Love.

But thofe Eyes, alas, I hate !

Eyes, that heedlefs of my Fate,

Shine v/ith undifcerning Rays
^

On the FopUng idly gaze;

Watch the Glances of the Vain;

Meeting mine with cold Difdain^

F&r
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For the Flute.

^1

^^m^^^
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The INCONSTANT.

^^^^^^
Fair, and foft, and gay , and young, All

4'' J ^ M^Hfj j^
Charm! (he plaid, fhe danc'd, fhefung! Therem jEr m m\^ V

m
was no way to 'fcape the Dart,No Care cou'dw^^ mV~¥

:d the Lover's Heart. Ah ! why, cry'd I, and

^^^^^^^ ?S

dropt aTear,(A-'dor-ing, yet de-fpair-ing^ S?fc:
fe i r~M

d s=±
f:^ W1 ^^ ^ -ehr

e'er To have her to my felf a-Ione)Was^^^^^
fo much Sweetnefs made for One?

Bu|
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But growing bolder, in her Ear

I in foft Numbers told my Care:

She heard, and rais'd me from her Feet,

And feem'd to glow with equal Heat.

Like Heav'n's, too mighty to exprefs,

My Joys could be but known by guefs

!

Ah, Fool, faid I, what have I done,

To wifli her made for more than One ?

But long I had not been in view,

Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew

;

Ere I had reckon'd half her Charms,

She funk into another's Arms.

But (he that once cou'd faithlefs be,

Will favour him no more than me:
He too, will find himfelf undone,

And that fhe was not made for One,

• For the Flute.

9^

^
m̂

OrA^^
i

«9iS©»
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The Faithful Maid.

Set by Mr. HANDEL.^^^^?5
'Twas when the Seas were roaring, With

|t«J^fei^^
hollow Blafts of Wind, A Damfel lay de-

plonng, All on a Rock re-'-clin'd; Wide^m ^m
o'er the roar--ing Billows, She cart a

^^^gg^
%

wifhful Look; Her Head was crownM with

r\ _- ^-\ ^m^^f \
'

\ iri
Willows, That trembled o'er the Brook.

Twelve
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Twelve Months were gone and over,

And nine long tedious Days

;

Why didft thou, vent'rous Lover,

Why didft thou truft the Seas >

Ceafe, ceafe then, cruel Ocean,

And let my Lover reft :

Ah ! what's thy troubled Motion,

To that within my Breaft?

The Merchant, robb'd of Treafure,

Views Tempefts in Defpair;

But what's the Lofs of Treafure,

To loiing of my Dear ?

Shou'd you fome Coaft be laid on,

Where Gold and Diamonds grow;

You'd find a richer Maiden,

But none that loves you fo.

How can they fay that Nature

Has nothing made in vain;

Why then beneath the Water

Do hideous Rocks remain ?

No Eyes thofe Rocks difcover,

That lurk beneath the Deep ;

To wreck the wand'ring Lover^

And leave the Maid to weep.

AH
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All melancholy lying,

Thus waii'd She for her Dear

;

Repaid each Blait with fighing,

Each Billow with a Tear :

When o'er the wide Waves (looping,

His floating Corps fhe fpy'd j

[
Then, like a Lilly drooping^

She bowM her Head and dy'd.

For the Flute.

*

^'i;;*^^
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7%e Bujb e' hoon T r a qjt air.

A^J^^-^^te i
Hearme,yeNymphs,and ev'— ry SwainJ'll tell how

i^f i JJj.i i jj
^m

Peggy grieves me : Tho' thus I Ian—guifli,

^^^^^i
thus complain, A--las I (he ne'er be—Heves me.

f^^^^^^^mm
My Vows and Sighs, like fi—lent Air, Un-

*^̂ ^ ^
heeded ne-ver move her; At th'bon-ny

^m 2=31
^ s

Bufh o'—boon7r^^;/^z>, 'Twas there I

^^CTB
firft did love her.

Vol. II H That
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That Day (he fmil'd, and made me glad.

No Maid feem'd ever kinder

;

I thought my felf the luckieft Lad,

So fweetly there to find her.

I try'd to footh my am'rous Flame

In Words that I thought tender

;

If more there pafs'd, I'm not to blame,

I meant not to offend her.

Yet now fhe fcornful flies the Plain,

The Fields we then frequented ;

If e'er we meet, Ihe fliews Difdain,

She looks as ne'er acquainted.

The bonny Bufli bloom'd fair in May^

Its Sweets I'll ay remember

;

But now her Frowns make it decay,

It fades as in December,

Ye rural Pow'rs, who hear my Strains,

Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me?

Oh I make her Partner in my Pains,

Then let her Smiles relieve me.

If not, my Love will turn Defpair,

My Paffion no more tender

;

Fll leave the Bufli o'boon Traquair^

To lonely Wilds I'll wander
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For the Flute.

99
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PHILANDER and JMORET,

^t' l

ij'iijJ'i' iM
When gay Philander fell a Prize, To A-mo-

ffi^rt^
r^^^^'s conqu'ring Eyes; He took his Pipe, he

^^-4 ^^^mtri
fought the Plain, Regardlefs of his

to ir^rm^tgorFq
growing Pain, And re-fo-lute-ly bent to

I
i^ipnmc^

r-TT

wreft The bearded Arrow from his Breail;

Come, gentle Gales, the Shepherd cry'd.

Be Cupid and his Bow defy'd :

But as the Gales obfequious flew,

With flow'ry Scents, and fpicy Dew,
He did unknowingly repeat,

7'hs Breath of Amoret isfweet.
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His Pipe again the Shepherd try'd,

And warbling Nightingales reply'd

;

Their Sounds in rival Meafures move,

And meeting Echoes charm the Grove.

His Thoughts, that rov'd, again repeat, ^

The Foice of Amoret is fweet,

'

'I
'

'

'

Since ev'ry fair and lovely View
His Thoughts of Amoret renew,

From fiow'ry Lawn, and fhady (Sreen,

To Profpe6l gloomy, chang'd the Scene

:

Sad Change for him, for fighing there.

He thought of Lovers in Defpair.

Convinc'd, the fad Philander cries.

Now, cruel God, affert thy Prize;

For Love its fatal Empire gains

:

Yet grant, in Pity to my Pains,

Thefe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat

;

And own Philander''^ Lays are fweet.

For the Flute.
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Ithe Tryal and Condemnation of J o h n Duke

of Marlborough.

The Words by Mr. RICH. ESTCOURT,

U nmf^^nrwi
I now have an Am-bi-tion. In this dead time of

iAriJiJ P'^r'P'"»
I ^^^^

M
NewSjTo tell you the De-po—fi-tion Of the^ m^m i
Chrittiaus, not of the Jews, A-gainft

I r [
I '1

f 1 II
• 1

yoh}2 Duke of Marl-bo-rough.

11.

Attend then, Sons of Brka'm:

Of greater Crimes I ling,

Than ever before were writ on,

Since the Time of a Queen, or a King,

All done by John Duke of Marlborough.

This
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III.

This Man by Conftitution

Was made for Liberty

;

He helped the late Revolution,

On purpofe to hurt Popery,

Did this Johft Duke of Marlborough,

IV.

The next great Crime of many,

His troublefome Pride to (hew,

Was marching to High-Germany

:

And who gave 'em that damnable Blow,

But this Johfz Duke of Marlborough ?

V.

Nay more, to mend the Matter,

To his Shame and high Reproach,

An Army he made take Water,

And their General fent by Coach

:

All prov'd on John Duke of MarlborQugh,

VI.

To iliew his Whig-Devotion

In keeping the Sabbath-Day,

He the Murther at Ramilly began

Upon a Whitfunday ;

O heathenifh John Duke of Marlborough I

H4 Tho'
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VIL

Tho' bulie in his Slaughtering,

His Avarice ran fo high.

That rather than fpare the mod Chrlfimn King,

He ten thoufand Pounds gave to a Spy :

O covetous John Duke of Marlborough I

VIII.

At Audenard fo ill to treat Foes,

And make poor Widows of Wives !

He took a Delight to beat ev'n Thofe,

That never beat him in their Lives

:

O Cowardly John Duke of Marlborough!

IX.

Fillars^ that civil, and good Man,

Safe in his Trenches clofe.

From Mons he made run like a Footman,

Tho' Bulwark'd as high as his Nofe;

Uncivil 7«3/^» Duke of Marlborough I

X.

To ev'ry tender Chriftian Ear

When Crimes, like thefe, fliall come,

I know not how they abroad may appear,

I am fure they found odiy at home;

Thefe Deeds of John Duke of Marlborough.

Some
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XL

Some Fadls, to make the Frefich undone,

I've prov'd upon him well

;

And truly what 'tis he has not done,

Impoflible 'tis to tell,
,

Of this Johfi Duke of Marlborough.

XII.

To prove that all thefe Things are fo.

And not what Folks devife,

Was he ever the Man that once fpar'd the Foe,

Or ever affronted th' Allies;

This fame John Duke of Marlborough ?

XIII.

Ghent^ Bruges^ and T'ournay too,

And late the ftrong Boucham^

Of his own Head he forc'd to obey too,

Tho' wanting his Brother Eugene :

Hot-headed John Duke of Marlborough!

XIV.

Of thefe immoral things he brags,

'Caufe we took no Notice at all;

You fee with his pitiful Fremh bloody Rags

How he has litter'd poor Wejiminfter-Hall;

O flovenly John Duke of Marlborough I

Nay
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XV.

Nay more he ftill wou'd fly at,

And all to mend the Peace;

Lord ! how can we ever be quiet,

If wc pardon fuch Crimes as thefe,

In any but Joh^g Duke of Marlborough'^.

XVI.

Twelve Years, it fadly true is,

By taking of Towns and Lines,

And baffling the poor King Lewis^

He has fpoil'd the Pretender's Defigns.

O meddlefome John Duke of Marlborough!

XVIL

Succefs ftill made him bolder

:

And by the Monfieur\ Fall,

He has pafs'd on this llle for a Soldier,

But, it feems, he knows nothing at all;

Earl p.—/ fays fo of Marlborough,

XVIIL

This Year for War he voted,

But we refolv'd on none;

For Monfieur was fure to be routed,

And then— High-Church— had been undone

By Engllp John Duke of Marlborough.

You
f
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XIX.

You fee the Troops don't need him,

He's Out^ and in -France they laugh;

Bat fend any other to head them,

And I'll warrant old Bourbon is fafe ;

Keep back but John Duke of Marlborough,

XX.

For he, as Fame confeffes,

That Kingdom meant to devour

;

For which, and his heinous Succeffes,

He's Out^ and our Fears are all o'er;

Thus fell John Dcke of Marlborough.

' : • For the Flute.

f,'iiirfT^Tiiniir|-^

^n
i |T|ffirff|f|

i

'•

iiiiifnuii
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Brisk.

"M

^i)e Pruoential Lover.

Sahy Mr. NUN RO.

'

xx\^^fmm^I

Whim theTown's brim fall of Folly, And runs

=&

gadding af--ter Polly., Let us take achearful

^a a^
Glafs. Tell mCyDamo??., where's the Pleafure

Of bellowing Time and Treaiure, For to

^i^ i3EX-a
mnke ones felf an Afs ? Tell me, Damotf^

^ ^r4ib^P ^ =F^ ffi
11 ^^ r

Where's the Pleafure Of be- flowingTime and

Treafare,



SONGS. 109

^

^^^fM^Ht}^^^^*^
Treafure, For to make ones felf an A

Is: For to make ones

^^JE^yt
felf an Afs.

I'm for Joys are lefs Expenfive,

Where the Pleafure's more extenfive.

And from dull Attention free

;

Where my Celia, o'er a Bottle,

Can, when tir'd with am'rous Prattle,

S'mg old Songs as well as She.
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To the Ingenious Mr. Moore, Author of the

Celebrated Worm-Powder,

By Mr. F F £.

#^-Pffifr>^
How much, egregious Moore

.^
are we De-

i ^ gp -GK

4-

ceiv'd by Shews and Forms ? What-

i
#r ^I

e'er we think, what-e'er we fee, All^W^
Hu—mane Race are Worms,

Man is a very Worm by Birth,

Proud Reptile, vile and vain,

A-while he crawls upon the Earth

;

Then (brinks to Earth again«

That
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That Woman is a Worm we find,

E'er (Tnce our Grandam's Evil

:

She firft convers'd with her own Kind,

That ancient Worm the Devil.

TheLearn'd themfelves we Book-Worms name.

The Block-head is a Slow-Worm:

The Nymph, whofe Tail is all on Flame,

Is aptly term'd a Glow-Worm.

The Fops are painted Butter-Flies,

That flutter for a Day

;

Firft from a Worm they took their Rife,

Then in a Worm decay.

The Flatterer an Ear-wig grows

;

Some Worms fuit all Conditions

:

Mifers are Muck-worms ; Silk-worms, Beaus;

And Death-Watches Phyficians.

That Statefmen have a Worm is feen,

By all their winding Play

;

Their Confcience is a Worm within.

That gnaws them Night and Day.

Ah, Moore! thy Skill were well employ'd,

And greater Gain wou'd rife,

If thou could'ft make the Courtier void

The Worm that never dies.

O
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O Learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane^

Who fctt'ft our Entrails free.

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain,

Since Worms fliall eat e'en thee.

Thou only can ft our Fates adjourn

Some few Ihort Years, no more

;

Ev'n Btitton'% Wits to Worms fliall lurn^

Who Maggots were before.
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ro C H L O E.

^m m iT̂
My C^/o^, why d*ye flight me, Since all you

iiniMiifii frrr
ask you have ? No more with Frowns a-

^ ^H^J-![
c#^^ r v^

fright me,Nor ufe me like a Slave.

r-v . t f . ^^

iiflfUJi'riiinr5
Good Nature to dif-co ver,Ufe well your

^i[ f i rffwrrf^
faithful Lo-ver,i*ll be no more a Rover, But

i^—=^^i^
conftant to my Grave.

Vol. 1L I Could
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Gould we but change Condition,

My Griefs would all be flown

;

Poor I, the kind Phyfician,

And you, the Patient grown.

All own you're wond'rous pretty,

Well-fhap'd, andalfowiuy;

Enforc'd by gen'rous Pity,

Then make my Cafe your own.

The Pow'rs who kindly gave us,

And form'd our Shape and Mind,

Too furely would enflave us,

Were they like you inclin'd

;

Then Goodnefs be your Duty,

Or I muft bid Adieu t'ye

;

Like them, with all your Beauty,

Be merciful and kind.

The filver Swan, when dying,

Has moft melodious Lays

;

Like him, when Life is flying,

In Songs ril end my Days.

But know, thou cruel Creature,

My Soul fhall mount the fleeter,'

And I fliall fing the fweeter,

By warbling forth your Praife.

F&n
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For the Flute.

"f

P
^ffig^^
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ft^e Recanting Lover.

As early I walk'd,on the firft offwee5:/lf^^',Be-

3^mminnim^n
neath a (teep Mountain, Be— -iide a clear

Fountain, I heard a grave Lute foft Me-lody

PP^^^&
play,Whilft Echo re-found-ed the dolorous Lay.

^^^^fffgtf^EJ
1 liften'dandlook'd,3ndfpy'da young Swain,Wich

£gtpg^m^
Afpe(5t di"ilreir©d, and Spirits op-prefled^ Seem'd

ci I clearing
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SEttoig P̂
clearing a—hefh, like the Sky af-ttr Ram,And

#^i f (f
J' J I

J jrta
thushe Qit co-ver'd howhe llrove wnnhis Pain.

Tho' Eliza b^ coy, why fhould I repine,

That a Maid much above me

Vouchfafes not to love me ?

In her high Sphere of Worth I never could fhine

;

Then why Ihould I feek to debafc her to mine?

No ! henceforth Efteem fhall govern my Defire,

And in due Subjedion

Retain warm AfFedion

;

To (hew that Self love inflames not my Fire;

And that no other Swain can more humbly admire.

When PalTion fliall ceafe to rage m my Bread,

Then Quiet returning

Shall hufli my fad Mourning,

And Lord of my felf, in abfolute Reft,

ril hug the Condition which Heav'n fliall think beft.

Thus Friendfliip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd,

May ftill be refpeaed,

Tho' Love is rejedled:

Eliza fliall own, tho' to Love not inclin'd,

That flie ne'er had a Friend, like her Lover, reflgn'd

May
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May the fortunate Youih, who hereafter fhall woo

With profp'rous Endeavour,

And gain her dear Favour,

Know as well as I, what t\ Eliza is due.

Be much more deferving, but never lefs true,

Whilft I, difengagM from all amorous Cares,

Sweet Liberty tafting,

On calmeft Peace feafting

;

Employing my Reafon to dry up my Tears,

In Hopes of HeavVs Blifles I'll fpend my few Years.

Ye Powers, that prefide over virtuous Love,

Come aid me with Patience,

To bear my Vexations

;

With equal Defires my fluttering Heart move,

With Sentiments pureft my Notions improve.

If Love in his Fetters e'er catch me again,

May Courage proted me,

And Prudence dired me;

Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain,

Who grew happily wife, after loving in vain.

Fer

'
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Far the Flute.

^^^pmfmrp
t: ^m t-rwr^mm
iffe^AJl^Mii^

14
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, A M o R E tV Advice to P h i l l i s.

As A-mo'—rei with Phillis fat One Ev'ning

ffitfi'if iriif^ipl
on the Plain, And faw t\\Q ch^immg Strephon

tiT^lirrrrtifF
waitjTo tell theNymph his Pain: The

^t^OiflfTT^^m
threat'ning Danger to remove, She whifperM

JSL^..:^^^ - —^ ^^ I ^- x^^

[rntrrrTj5i'[gi
m her Ear, Ah ! Phillis^ If you wou'd not

fT"^i%f^-^^ fc

love, This Shepherd do not hear.

None
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None ever had fo (Irange an Art,

His PalTion to convey

Into a lift'ning Virgin's Heart,

And fteal her Soul away.

Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give

Occafion for your Fate,

lu vain, faid (he, in vain I drive;

Alas I 'tis now too late.

Itl

For the Flute.

fc^if/ff i
trrffttrmrpi



Iti SONGS.
On his M I S r R E S S.

By Mr. R o w e.

fflJ^NQJl
Since Ihavelonglov'd you in vain, And

^f^'
^-^-

t̂ ^*nl
33

#

doated on ev'ry Fea—-ture^

fc^^b^m-^fi^M^s
Giveme, at leafl:,but Leave to complain Gf

Sjf^^tJh i E5
fo un—grate-ful a Creature.

Tho' I beheM in your wand'ring Eyes,

The vranton Symptoms of Ranging

;

Yet I refolvM againft being Wife,

And lov'd you, in fpite of your Changing.

Her
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Her jlnfwer,

TT7HY iliou'd you blame what Heav'nhas made,

Or find any Fault in Creation ?

'Tis not the Crime of the faithlefs Maid,

But Nature's Inclination.

'Tis not becaufe I love you lefs,

Or think you not a true One;

But, if the Truth I muft confefs,

I always lov'd a new One.

For the Flute-

£

m
m̂^f^u^
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Sung in the D i s t r e s t Lovers.

The Words by Mr. Theobald. Set by Mr. Gouge.^ ^^m
Fond Echo, forbear thy light Strain, And

^ I^ ^m^
^

heedfully hear a loft Maid; Go,tellthefaIfe

I

Wy-hftrJiMP^ m-t

Ear of the Swain,— How deeply his

F^mtf-fm
Vows have betray'd; Go, tell hiiri what

^^^^^^p
5»

Sorrows I bear ; See, yet if his Heart feel my

m ^mwm
Woe: Tisnowhemuft heal my Dc-^^^Si^^ t
V^
fpair, Or Death will make Pi—ty too flow.
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For ths Flute.

f-
-"tfirr;rirfrh]^^
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SrREPHON's RESOLVE

I4^J^43^J I ^^Q^
Oh lovely Maid ! how dear's thy Povv'r?x\t

^WJj^i^^i^ I QM
once I love, at once a-dore : With Wonder

-B

m m^ îz±±

are my Thoughts pofTeli, While foft—eft

m=± fe#K fiiQjii ^P^
Love in-—fpires my Bread. This tender

^^m3Z

§* t¥^1 s37 \V^
Lookjthcfe Eyes of mine, Con-fefs their

T- ^v^ "^37 vZT"

am'rous Ma-—Her thine ; Thefe EyeswI^h



i
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ft; ^ ^Mt.fCf\Z^
Strsphoa's Paffion play, Firft make me

l'.!?DiJOJ i i

love, and then be— tray.

Yes, charming Vidor, I am thine,

Poor as it is, this Heart of mine

Was never in another's Pow'r,

Was never pierc'd by Love before*

In thee I've treafur'd up my Joy,

Thou can'ft give Blifs, or Blifs dcftroy

:

And thus I've bound my felf to Love,

While Blifs or Mifery can move.

O fliould I ne'er poflefs thy Charms,

Ne'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms,

Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone,

Still would I love, love thee alone*

But, like fome difcontented Shade,

That wand§rs where its Body's laid^

Mourn^
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Mournful I'd toam, with hollow Glare^

For ever exil'd from my Fair.

For the Flute.

-zrrx

I
w»

r{m^,r.^fRfoMi

^^^^Fte^
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rhe Bonny SCOT,

si^Ka^fe ^

mWSiVt 0^5^
Ye Gales, that gently wave the Sea, AndM ^^i

SXiZS^^.^^

pleafe the canny Boat—man, Bear me frae hence, or

^^ ^^
bring to me My brave, my bonny, Scot—Man

m&m\ j'ljj

In haly Bands We join'd our Hands, Yet may not

this dif-—cover; While Parents rate a large E-

^^^Sp^
ftate, Before a faithfu' Lover,

Vot. II. K But
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But I loor chufe in Highland Glens

To herd the Kid and Goat—Man,

Ere I could for fick little Ends

Refufe my bonny Scot—'Mm^

Wae worth the Man

Wha firfl began

The bafe ungenerous Fafhion,

Frae greedy Views

Love's Art to ufe.

While Stranger to its Paffion.

Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth

,

Hafte to thy longing LalTie,

Wha pants to prefs thy bawny Mouth,

And in her Bofom hawfe thee a

Love gi'es the Word,

Then hafte on Board,

Fair Winds, and tenty Boat—Man

:

Waft o'er, waft o'er,

Frae yonder Shore,

My blyth, my bonny, Scot—Man.



SONGS.
For the Flute.
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PHILLADA flouts me.

^s; i
I

m *'^U ^ J^ I
* i i

&
Oh ! what a Plague is Love,

ifcriJjjjhi]^
I cannot bear it; She will unconftant

&—— '
--^-

^^fe^^Ttihh^J^

JS

prove, I greatly fear it j It fo tor

il^-t-n m £
il

• -r (
> •-^

ments my Mind, Thatmy Heart failcth j She wavers

^m #-^

with theWind, As a Ship faileth ; Pleafe her the

&J.J',L, rrh^^m
£

bed 1 may, She loves ftill to gainfay,M

•It ! I
i #-|i^ ^^pr-^y'^

-^y^
H

&
Alack, and well a Day! PbiNa-dap^

flouts me,
At
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At the Fair t' other Day,

As (he pafs'd by me,

She look'd another Way,
And wou'd not Ipy me.

I woo'd her for to dine.

But cou'd not get her

;

Dick had her to the Fi»e^

Jic might intreat her.

With Darnel fhe did dance, *]!>

On me fhe wou'd not glance

;

r
Oh thrice unhappy Chance

!

Phillada flouts me.

Fair Maid, be not fo coy,

Do not difdain me;
I am my Mother's Joy ;

Sweet, entertain me.

I Ihall have, when flie dies.

All Things that's fitting

;

Her Poultry, and her Bees,

And her Goofe fitting

;

A Pair of Mattrefs Beds, -^

A Barrel full of Shreds: C
And yet, for all thefe Goods, J

Fhillada flouts m^.

I often heard her fay,

That flie lov'd Pofies;

In the laft Month of May
I gave her Rofes,

K 9 Cow-
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Cowflips, and Gilly-flowers,

And the fweet Lilly,

I got to deck the Bowers

Of my dear Fhilly.

She did them all difdain,

And threw them back again

;

i^

Therefore 'lis flat, and plain, ' - %
FhiUada flouts me.

Thou (halt eat Curds and Cream

All the Year lading,

And drink the chryftal Stream^

Pleafant in tafting

:

Swigg Whey, until you burft,

Eat Bramble- berries,

Pye-lid, and Paftry Cruft,

Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries^

Thy Garments (hall be thin, -^

Made of a Weather's Skin ;
C

Yet all's not worth a Pin. h
Phtllada flouts me^

Which Way foe-er I go,

She flill torments me

;

And whatfoe'er I do.

Nothing contents me

:

I fade, and pine away

With Grief and Sorrow

;

I fall quite to decay,

Like any Shadow

;
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I fhall be dead, I fear,

Within a thoufand Year,

And all, becaufe my dear

Phillada flouts mc

Fair Maiden, have a Care,

And in Time take me

;

I can have thofe as fair,

If you forfake me

:

There's Doll^ the Dairy-maid,

Smil'd on me lately,

And wanton Winnlfnd

Favours me greatly

;

One throws Milk on my Cloaths, >

T' other plays with my Nofe; r

What pretty Toys are thofe

!

Fhillada fiouts ine.

She has a Cloth of mine,

Wrought with blue Coventry^

Which (he keeps as a Sign

Of my Fidelity:

But if flie frowns on me.

She (liall ne'er wear it;

I'll give it my Maid Joan^

And (he (hall tear it.

Since 'twill no better be,
^

I'll bear it patiently ; >
Yet, all the World may fee, »

Philhda flQUts mec

K4 I'he
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The Jnfwer. By Mr. A, B r a d l e t.

jTX H ! Where's the Plague in Love,
^^^ That you can't bear it ?

If Men wou'd conflant prove,

They need not fear it.

Young Maidens, foft and kiqd,

Are moft in Danger

;

-
-

Men v^^aver with the Wind,

Each Man's a Ranger

:

Their Falihood makes us know, y

That two Strings to our Bow >
Isbeft, Ifind itfo: >

Barnahy doubts me.

'Tis I that fhou'd defpair,

'Tis you that flight me.

What tho' when at the Fair

Dick did invite me;

Tho' Daniel with me danc'd^

You may believe me,

I often on thee glanc'd,

I'd not deceive thee;

I faw thee look awry, ^
I knew the Reafon why, d
I can fee with one Eye, 3

Barnahy doubts me.

Thou young and filly Boy,

Do I difdain thee ?

Becaufe thou'rt Mother's Joy,

rd entertain thee

;

Yefe,
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Ifet, wifh I not her Death,

For ought fheM leave thee,

Nor, when Time (tops her Breath,

Will I deceive thee.

What care I for her Geefe,

Or Beds of carded Fleece? C
Since this quite breaks my Peace, S

^arnaby doubts me.

What tho' when I did fay

That 1 lov'd Pofies,

You, in the Month of May^

Brought me fweet Rofes ?

You never (hew'd the Thing

That moft wou'd pleafe me

;

A gay gold Wedding-Ring

Wou'd foon have eas'd me.

I ihould not with Difdain _

Have thrown it back again

;

C
I think 'tis flat, and plain, 3

Barmhy doubts me.

Talk not of Curds and Cream,

Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries,

Nor of the chryftal Stream,

Or Bramble-berries

:

Mod furely you forget

Our wonted Frisking,

The Cock'ril on the Spit,

And the Pork Grisking

;

With



138 ^ O N G S.

With mare that might be faidj 5

When I got Dame to Bed; r
Yet, oh! unhappy Maid, ^

Barnahy doubts me.

You fay, whate'er you do,

Nothing contents thee ^

J pray it may be fo,

Whilft thou torment'ft me

;

I pine, and figh, all Night,

And wifli for MorroWj
1 can have no Delight,

Vm full of Sorrow.

Oh I if I dye, I fear,

Within a thoufand Year,

My Ghoft will make't appear,

Barnaby doubts me.

I knit thy worfted Hofe,

To fave the Penny,

But wou'd not fpot thy Cloaths,

Like idle JVinny i

Yet wanton M'^innlfred

You like much better

;

Or Doll^ the Dairy-maid,

If you cou'd get her.

Ungrateful Barnahy^

How can'ft thou threaten me?

But I knew how 'twouM be,

Barnaby doubts me»

\

\

The
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The Cloth I have of thine,

Wrought with blue Coventry^

Which thou gav'ft as a Sign

Of thy Fidelity,

I'll give it back again,

To thee as Token,

That by a perjur'd Svi^ain,

My fad Heart's broken,

ph! Barnahy^ unkind,

Thou'lt quite dillra6l my Mind,

Too late, alas ! I find,

Barnahy doubts me.

m

\

For the Flute.

^^^
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MART SCOT.

P#-M#^
Happy's the Love which meets Return, When

^
in foft Flames Souls equal burn ; But Words are

wanting to dif-co-ver The Torments of a

hopelefs Lover : Ye Regifters of Heav'n, relate

(If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate) Did you there

\^ \^- v-<*-

fee me mark'd to Mar—row, To Mary^mm^
Sm the Flower of Tar-row,

Ab
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Ah no ! her Form's too heav'nly fair,

Her Love the Gods above muft (hare,

While Mortals with Defpair explore her,

And at Diftance due adore her.

O lovely Maid, my Doubts beguile

!

Revive, and blefs me, with a Smile:

Alas ! if not, you'll foon debar a

Sighing Swain the Banks of Tarrow.

Be hufht, ye Fears : I'll not defpair.

My ik/^ry's tender as fhe's fair;

Then I'll go tell her all mine Anguiih;

She is too good to let me languifh.

With Succefs crown'd, I'll not envy

The Folks who dwell above the Sky,

When Mary Scot becomes my Marrow,

We'll make a Paradife on Tarrow,
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Sung hy Mr. L £ v e r i d G E in the CharaBet

of Charon, in the Entertainment

caird Dr. Faust us.

(f/|
'j.h^fCfiJi+tfi%

Ghofts of ev'ry Occupation, Ev'ry Rank, and

W^v^^^WU
$

ev'ry Nation; Some with Crimes all foul and

^f^uxniM
fpotited, Some to hap-py Fates allotted

^^^^^^
Prefs the Stygian Lake to pafs . Here a Soldier

ik \ f. t ^mS^EE ^^l
roars like Thunder, Prates of Wenche?,Wineand

41' ^ ^ J t^^
Plunder : Statefmen here the Times ac-

4
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»aH!^m
cufing ; Poets Senfe for Rhymes abufing

;

(fm^ i tu-^m
Lawyers chattering, Courtiers flatt'ring, Bullies

\IH^^\*U, I C
f

ranting, Zealots canting ; Knaves and Fools of

ffTi
'

; ^
"

i r
[
wrh

ev'ry Chfs ! Knaves and Fools of ev'ry Clafs

!



144 SONGS.
The Words by Mr. BOO TH.

Set by Mr. Leveridge.

(l^Jjfl ^J
i
fH^is

Sweet are the Charms of her I love, More

4^^j J
I c^ffiri^

fra—grant than the Damask Rofe;Softasthe

^ iX3 -Q-r ^m
Down of Tur-tle Dove, Gentle as Wind when

p^^^^Sn
Zephyrhlows; Refrefhing as de--fcend—ing Rains

ii ^m^m^
To fun-burnt Ch'mes and thir-—fly Plains.

True as the Needle to the Pole,

Or as the Dial to the Sun ;

Conftant as gliding Waters rowl,

Whofe fwelling Tides obey the Moon :

From ev'ry other Charmer free.

My Life and Love fhall follow thee.

The
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The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours,

The Dam the tender Kid purfues

;

Sweet Philomel^ in fhady Bowers

Of verdant Spring, her Note renews

:

All follow what they moft admire,

As I purfue my Soul's Defire.

Nature muft change her beauteous Face,

And vary as the Seafons rife;

As Winter to the Spring gives Place,

Summer th* Approach of Autumn flies

:

No Change on Love the Seafons bring,

Love only knows perpetual Spring.

Devouring Time, with flealing Pace,

Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow;

And marble Towers, and Walls of Brafs,

In his rude March he levels low

:

But Time, deftroying far and wide,

Love from the Soul can ne'er divide.

Death only, with his cruel Dart,

The gentle Godhead can remove;

And drive him from the bleeding Heart,

To mingle with the Bleft above

:

Where, known to all his Kindred Train,

He finds a lafting Reft from Pain.

Vol. IL t» Love,
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Love, and his Sifter fair, the Soul,

Twin-born from Heaven together came;

Love will the Univerfe controul,

When dying Seafons lofe their Name

:

Divine Abodes fhall own his Power,

When Time and Death fhall be no more.

For the Flute.

tifi'^pf
|%7^j^

f^%'\ \mw^^ n ^^^^^1
iSmSimmi^
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fbe COMPARISON.
Set by Mr. G^ LLIAR D,

^^^ ^r\

^-^-^

n

i
Celia^ hoard thy Charms no more. Beauty's

-''7 1n

^
like the iViiicr'^ Ircaiurc: Stih the vain j of-

i^^^S^^
fefTor's poor. What are Riches without

Plealure? Endlefs Pains the Mifer takes

/^
. 0„ r^̂ r^^^^^^^^^^

Toencreafe his Heaps of MoneyjLab'ring

fifff i
rn i'rtrrf

TIP'

^
Bees his Pattern makes. Yet he tears to

WFFPF^^^^
tafte his Honey,

L 3^
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Views, with aking Eyes, his Store,

Trembling, left he chance to lofc it

;

Pining ftill, for Want of more,

Tho' the Wretch wants Pow'r to ufe k,

Celia thus, with endlefs Arts,

Spends her Days, her Charms improving;

Lab'ring (lill to conquer Hearts,

Yet ne'er taftes the Sweets of Loving.

Views with Pride, her Shape, her Face,

Fancying ftill {he's under Twenty

;

Age brings Wrinkles on a-pace,

While ftie ftarves with all her Plenty.

Soon or late, they Both will find,

Tinie their Idol from them fever

;

He muft leave his Gold behind,

Lock'd within his Grave for ever.

Celiacs Fate will ftill be worfe,

When her fading Charms deceive h-er

;

Vain Defire will be her Curfe,

When no Mortal will relieve her.

Celia^ hoard thy Charms no more.

Beauty's like the Mifer's Treafure

:

Tafte a little of thy Store;

What is Beauty without Pleafure?
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For the Flute.

149
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D J P HN I S and C L O E.

"the IVords by Mr. Gay.

^^̂ ^^M
Daphnis^ood peiifive in the Shade, WichArmsa-^^
crofs, and Head reclia'd ; Pale Looks accus'd the

^^^^^
cru--el Maid, And Sighs rcliev'd his love-iick

^^^^^^^
Mind : His tuneful Pipe all broken lay,

m^jhrm^
Looks, Sighs, and Adionsfeem'd to fay , My

C/;/o«

—

e h unkind.

Why
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Why ring the Woods with warbling Throats ?

Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceafe your Strains;

I faintly hear, in your fweet Notes,

My Chloe's Voice that wakes my Pains:

Yet why fliould you your Song forbear ?

Your Mates delight your Song to hear;

But Chloe mine difdains.

As thus he melancholy (lood,

Dejeded as the lonely Dove;

Sweet Sounds broke gently through the Wood,

I feel the Sound ; my Heart-firings move.

'Twas not the Nigiitingale that fung,

No. 'Tis my Chkis fweeter Tongue^

Hark, hark, what fays my Love

!

How fooliih is the Nymph, (fhe crys)

Who trifles with her Lover's Pain!

Nature flill fpeaks in Woman's Eyes,

Our artful Lips were made to feign.

O Daphms^ Daphnis^ 'twas my Pride,

^Twas not my Heart thy Love dcny'd;

Come back, dear Youth, again.

As t'other Day my Hand he feiz'd,

My Blood with thrilling Motion flew

;

Sudden I put on Looks difpleas'd,

And hafty from his Hold withdrew.

L 4 'Twas
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'Twas Fear alone, thou fimple Swain

;

Then hadfl: thou preft my Hand again,

My Heart had yielded too

!

*Tis true, thy tuneful Reed I blam'd,

That fweird thy Lip and rofie Cheek

;

Think not thy Skill in Song defam'd

:

That Lip fliould other Pleafures feek

:

Much, much thy Mufick I approve;

Yet break thy Pipe, for more I love,

Much more, to hear thee fpeako

My Heart forebodes that I'm betray'd,

Daph^h, I fear, is ever gone;

Lafl: Night with Delias Dog he play'd ;

Love by fuch Trifles firft comes on.

Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away.

My Tongue would now my Heart obey.

Ah Chloe^ thou art won

!

The Youth ftcp'd forth with hafty Pace,

And found where wiflring Chloe lay

;

Shame fudden lighten'd in her Face,

Confus'd, fhe knew not what to fay.

At la ft in broken Words, fhe cry'd,

To-moiTOW you in vain had try'd,

But I am loft To-day!

For
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For the Flute.

5i
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Sung in Love and a Bottle.

^E^^^^^^
How bleft are Lovers in— Dilguife

!

#^lftmfrl^

Like Gods, they fee, As I do thee, Un-

^fg#taffl^=i^^a5
feen- by Humane Eyes. ExposM to V\f^^

l^l-f 1
1 l^X^ WZM.

Tin hid from You; Vm altered, yet the

rrf: i msS2: & '9 XL

i

Same. The Dark conceals me, Love re-

^^
veals me; Love, which lights me by its Flame.

Were
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Were you not falfe, you me wou'd know;

For tho' your Eyes

CouM not devife,

Your Heart had told you fo

:

Your Heart wou'd beat

With eager Heat

;

•
And me by Sympathy wou'd find

:

True Love might fee

One chang'd like me;

Falfe Love is only blind.

For the Flute.

pktiS^fmmm^
tifrnWCfUmm

^ wf-tTfXX^^mr\ r^r\K^^
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rhe INVITATION.

By Mr. THEOBALD,

^^pa;
=^
\-> ' s^—^^

Dull Bus'nefs.hence ! a—-void this facred Round : To

¥m\^^^miM
T^.

Mirth, and mighty Love.let ev'ryBowl be crown'd.The^^zb:

^fe==F^org:
*

fparkling Neftar fee ! It fans the Lover's Fire j And

^&^^^^^^
emulates thofe Smiles itsfprightly Draughts infpire.The

& ^^g2=3

rrf
gen'rous Juice v;rho fcorns,and vi^ears a ful leri

£21

jg-f-lF^^^^^ XZ

W^
Brow, Still let his Miflrefs frown, and He n^

E=̂ i
Pleafurcs know !

To
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To Chloe^s Name let's confecrate the Glafs

;

ChioeihaM makeeachRound with'livelierTranfportpafs:

What tho' the Brain ftiould rock, and fwimming Eyes

fhould rowl ?

Love, mighty Love, does more ; intoxicates the Soul.

Then, like true Sons of Joy, let's kugh at the Precife

:

When Wifdom grows aullere, 'tis Folly to be wife.

This 'tis to live; thus Time is nobly lofl:

To drink, and love, is All dull Man from Life canboaft.

Thou Fiend, Retiedion, hence I Mirth Ihall not be

allay'd,

Tho' lefs'ning Tapers wade, and the pale Stars fhould

fade.

No matter w^hen the Morn, or brighter Phoehus^ rife

;

The Morn's in Chloe*s Cheek, and Phoebus in her Eyes.

For the Flute.
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CUPID mij

The Words by Mr. Fr i o r.

JJ llJ JnM^f^^P?#T#^^
As after Noon, one Summer's Day,

fa-fmrf|tTfi^
/^^/?/^5 Hood bathing in a River j

^^^^p
Cupid, a fhooting, went that way, New

i^j^ f I

f
jhm

ftrung his Bow, new fiU'd his Quiver.

With Skill he chofe his fliarpeft Dart

:

With all his Might his Bow he drew*

Swift to his beauteous Parent's Heart

The too well-guided Arrow flew.

I faint ! I die ! the Goddefs cry'd

:

O cruel, could'it thou find none other

To wreck thy Spleen on ? Parricide

!

Like Nero^ fhou haft flain thy Mother*

Poor
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Poor Cupid, fobbing, fcarce could Ipeak

;

Indeed, Mamma, I did not know Ye:

Alas ! how eafie my Miftake?

I took you for your Likenefs, CMoe.

For the Flute.

a^tS%^
^ /->

H
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CHARMING M O G G r.

^^I
What Beauties does Flora dii-clofe? How

%li-i7Jfr?t^
fweet are her Smiles upon 'Tweed ? Yet Moggy''

$

3^ tm \ \n\-^
ftill fweeter than thofe, Both Nature and

Fancy exceed: No Daifie, nor fweet blufhing

'

irrif rrUiM^^
Rofe,Nor all the gay Flow'rs of the Fields,Nor

* ^gg^Fgg
Txviffi gli—ding gent-ly thro' thofe, Such

^fe^[} Jj JlU^
Beauty and Plea—-furee'er yields.

'Ti$
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*Tis She doth the Virgins excel,

No Beauty with her may compare;

Love's Graces all round her do dwell;

She's faireft, where thoufands are fair*

Tweed's Murmurs fliould lull her to Reft,

Kind Nature indulging my Blifs;

To relieve the foft Pains of my Breaft,

I'd fteal an Ambrofial Kifs.

I^I

For the F l u t e.

Vol. IL M
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The Cremona F i d d l e.

I

3=i^JJJ|JJ-^'H ^ M «'

Ye Lads and ye LafTes that live atLof^g-

_4_n 1

lu^x-^Jjm p
/f^?, WherCjthey fay, there's no end of good

j^Cf '

I t C'lr^
Drink and good Meat, Where the Poor fill their

}l|ll|^D.,M4
Bellies, the Rich receive Honour, So

great and fo good is the Lord of the^ m
Manor

;

Ye
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Ye Nymphs, and ye Swains, that inhabit the Place,

Give ear to my Song of a Fiddle's hard Cafe

;

For it is of a Fiddle, a fweet Fiddle I fing,

A fofter and fweeter did never wear String.

Melpomene^ lend me the Aid of thy Art,

Whilft I the fad Fate of this Fiddle impart;

For never had Fiddle a Fortune fo bad

;

r^^^^

Which (hows the bed Things the word Fortune have

This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be try'd,

Was as fweet as a Lark, and as foft as a Bride;

This Fiddle to fee, and its Mufick to hear,

Gave Delight to the Eye, while it ravifh'd the Ear,

But firft, I muft fing of this Fiddle's Country ;

'Twas born, and 'twas bred, in fair Italy;

In a Town where a Marflial of France had the Hap

{Fortune de h Guerre) to be caught in a Trap»

And now, having fung of this Fiddle's high Birth,

Iflioii'dfingof the Fingers which made fo much Mirth;

But Fingers fo ftrait, fo fwift, and fo fmall,

Shou'd be fung by a Poet, or not fung at all.

Tho' I am, God wot, but a poor Country Swaln^

4nd cannot indite in fo lofty a Strain

;

So all I can fay, fs to tell you once more.

Such Hands and fuch Fingers were ne'er feen before.

M a Having



1(^4 SONGS.
Having fung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I trow,

You'll hold it but meet I fhou'd fing of the Bow;
The Bow it was Ebon, whofe Virtue was fuch,

It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch.

[while;
Cupid fain wou'd have chang'd with this Bow for a

To which the coy Nymph thus reply'd with a Smile,

My Bow is far better than your's, Til appeal

;

Your's only can kill, mine can both kill and heal.

This Fiddle, and Bow, and its Mufick together,

Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather:

But, alas ! when I fiiall its Cataftrophe fing.

Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you will ring.

This Fiddle was laid on a foft Eafy- Chair,

Taking all for its Friends its fweet Mufick did hear;

When ftreight there came in a huge mafculine Bum,
I wilh the De'il had it to make him a Drum.

Now woe to the Bum, that this Fiddle demolifli'd,

That has all our Mufick, and Paftime, abolifli'd

;

May it never want Birch, to be fwitch'd andbeflafli'd;

May it ever be itching, and never be fcratch'd.

May it never break Wind intheCholickfo grievous;

A Penance too fmall, for a Crime fo mifchievous

;

Ne'er find a foft Cuftiion its Anguifti to eafe.

While all is too little, my Wrath to appeafe=

Of
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Of other Bum-fcapes may it flill bear the Blame,

Ne'er fhew its bare Face, without Sorrow or Shame;

May it ne'er mount on Horfeback without lofs of

Leather,

Which brings me almoft to the End of my Tether.

And now, leafl fome Cricick of deep Penetration

Shou'd attack our poor Ballad with grave Annotation,

The Fop muft be told, without fpeaking in Riddle,

He muil firft make a better, or kifs this Bum-fiddle.

For the Flute.

Ms
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KATHARINE O G I E.

^mj==^==^S:h^^
^—^

As walking forth to view the Plain, Upon a

toiJjJii J J S?;s-i

i

Morning ear-ly, While 7lf<^y's fweet Scent did

-»- -^ iTN <r>r-

sc?
'

chear my Brain, From Flow'rs which grow fo

^^fefe^^^ t.

rarely; I chanc'd to meet a pret—ty

i^^^V^-^fr^^^
Maid, She fhin'd, tho' it was fcg-gy, I

i^^^^sig
ask'd her Name; Sweet Sir, fhe faid, My^^ ^ SE

n

Name is KatWrme O-gk.
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I flood awhile, and did admire

To fee a Nymph fo ftately ;

So brisk an Air there did appear,

In a Country Maid fo neatly

;

Such nat'ral Sweetnefs (he difplay'd

Like a Lillie in a Bogie

;

Diana\ Self was ne'er array'd

Like this fame KatFr'me Ogie.

Thou Flower of Females, Beauty's Qiieen^

Who fees thee fure mud prize thee

;

Tho' thou art dreft in Robes but mean,

Yet thefe cannot difguife thee

;

Thy handfome Air, and graceful Look

Far excels any clownifh Rogie

;

Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke,

My charming Katb'rine Ogie,

O were I but fome Shepherd-Swain,

To feed my Flock befide thee;

At Boughting-time to leave the Plain,

In milking to abide thee;

Fd think my felf a happier Man,

With Kate, my Club, and Dogie,

Than he that hugs his Thoufands ten,

Had I but Katharine Ogle,

M 4 Then
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Then I'd defpife th' Imperial Throne,

And Statefmen's dang'rous Stations

I'd be no Iving, I'd wear no Crown,

I'd fmile at conqu'ring Nations

;

Might I carefs, and ftill poOefs,

This Lafs of whom I'm vogie

:

For thefe are Toys, and (liH look lefs,

Compar'd with Kath'rme Ogie,

But I fear the Gods have not decreed

For me fo fine a Creature,

Whofe Beauty rare makes her exceed

All other Works in Nature.

Clouds of Defpair furround my LovCj

That arc both dark and fogie:

Pity my Cafe, ye Powers above,

Elfe I die for Katharine Ogie,

Far
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For the Flute.
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•The C O B L E R'y END.
Set by Mr. LEFERIDGE.

fe
iUM-tM^^̂^^

ACoblertherewas, and he liv'd in a ScalI,Which

t

m-\
I i

^iJJ^
ferv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen, and Hall,No

S^^ESSt tf # • a
Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate,NoAm-

1^ ^^
P

bition had he, nor Duns at his Gate. Derry

%-i ^
i

down^ down^ down^ derry down.

Contented hework'd, and he thought himfelf happ7.

If at Night he could purchafe a Jug of brown Nappy,

He'd laugh then, and whiftle, and fing too mod fwcet^

Saying, jufl to a Hair I've made both Ends meet.

Derry down^ &C,

Bur
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But Love, the Difturbcr of High and of how^
That fhoots at the Peafant as well as the Beau,

He fhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart;

I wifli, it had hit fome more ignoble Part*

Derry down^ &c.

It was from a Cellar this Archer did play,

Where a buxom young Damfel continually lay;

Her Eyes fhone fo bright when fhe rofe ev'ry Day,

That ilie fhot the poor Cobler quite over the Way.

Derry down^ &c.

He fung her Love-Songs as he fat at his Work,

But (he was as hard as a Jew^ or a 'Turk ;

When-ever he fpake, llie would flounce and would fleer.

Which put the poor Cobler quite into Defpain

Derry dow4j &c.

He took up his A u l, that he had in the World,

And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd,

He pierc'd through his Body inftead of the Sole^

So the Cobler he dy'd, and the Bell it did toll.

Derry down^ &c»

And now in good Will I advife as a Friend,

All Coblers take notice of this Cobler's End'^

Keep your Hearts out ofLove, for we find by what's pad,

That Love brings us all to an End at the Laft.

Derry down^ down^ down^ derry down^

^(iiE^
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T'be Relenting Lover

Set by Mr, GAL L lA R D.

?=?

Ceafe, my Charmer, to complain ; we but

;Stt±J>j!|j ^l^hh^
part to meet a— gain j EaniQiMourning^Quick re-

a=ff !fc«

i/^

turning, Love and Joy ftiall end thy Pain;M hrwtH^ B ;=

Abfence, Fair, will Iweeten Love, Mark the

I

)A 1 .

.

1 .4da^^^
Warblers oi" tne Grove, Oft re—poling, Softly

Ki
I i V-1- -®p

i
-rfr

¥ ^--^

doling, They their Harmony im-prove.

Fame and Honour bid me go;

What, alas! then fliail I do?

Can I grieve her ?

Shall I leave her?

Love, and Beauty, aiifwer No.
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Since my Fair will have me (lay.

Let me kifs thofe Tears away

;

Fame defying,

Honour flying,

Love, and Her, I mud obey.

ji Pastoral Courtship.

To tbe foregoing Tune.

Gentle Zephyrs, filent Glades,

Purling Streams, and cooling Shades,

Senfes pleafing,

Fains appeafing,

Love each tender Breaft invades.

Here the Graces Beauties bring.

Here the warbling Choirifts fing.

Love infpiring,

All defiring

To adorn the infant Spring.

Here behold the am'rous Swains,

Free from Anguifli, free from Paiiss^

Nymphs complying,

Cares beguiling,

F#»»/, fmiling, glads the Plains.

Let
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Let us not, too charming Fai'r^

Be the only haplefs Pair

:

Oh relieve me

;

Ceafe to grieve me;

Eafe your anxious Lover's Care*

Kindly here indulge my Love

;

This is, my Dear, no telltale Grove;

Not revealing,

But concealing;

All to Love propitious prove.

In thy Air, and charming Face^

Dwells an irrefiftlefs Grace

;

Ever charming,

Love alarming,

To purfue the blifsful Chace»

Let me touch this panting Breal!

;

Here for ever let me reft

;

Blifs enjoying,

Never cloying.

Ever loving, ever bleft.

F6r
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For the Flute.
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the J I L T.

^111 '^'^''^^
fc

Fair Ro-fa-lwd^ in wo—ful wife, Six

^^^+7-"^ ssr:±

Hearts has bound in Thrall ; As yet fhe unde-

p ^m ^
termin'd lies, Which. Hie her Spoufe Oiall^ ^^

call, Which file her Spoulelliall call.

Wretched, and only wretched, he,

To whom that Lot fliall fall

;

For, if her Heart aright I fee,

She means to pleafe 'em All

;

She means to pleafe 'em AH.

For the Flute.

jf^^^ i
Tr i"^!^i
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The Power of LOVE.

Set by Mr. GA L L lA R D,

P'-irtj- ^^-nvi
At dead of Night,when wrapt in Sleep The

^i^^J^L^t^^
peaceful Cot-tage lay, Pa-fto-ra

fF^MJ.i'l^
left her folded Sheep, Her Garland,

,
|^.i- J' n'Hm 'g^
Crook, and ufelefs Scrip; Love led the

^^ §
Nymph a- (iray.

Loofe, and undrefs'd, fhe takes her Flight

To a near Myrtle Shade

;

The confcious Moon gave all her Light,

To blefs her ravilh*d Lover's Sight,

And guide the loving Maido

Vol. IL H Hisi
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His eager Arms the Nymph embrace,

And, to afTwage. his Pain,

His reftlefs PalTion he obeys

:

At fiich an Hour, in fuch a Place,

What Lover cou'd contain ?

In vain fhc call'd the confcious Moon,

The Moon i"K) Succour gave

:

The cruel Stars unmov'd, look'd on,

And feem'd to fmile at what was done,

Nor wou'd her Honour fave.

Vanquiih'd at laft, by pow'rful Love,

The Nymph expiring lay

;

No more flie figh'd, no more flie flrove,

Since no kind Stars were found above,

She blufli'd, and dy'd away.

/ Yet ble(t the Grove, her confcious Flight,

And Youth, that did betray

;

And panting, dying with Delight,

She bleft the kind tranfporting Night.

And curs'd approaching Day.

For
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For the Flute.

t79

^y^i iHi it1^

The End of the Second Volume.
















